
DELHI UNIVERSITY LIBRARY^ 

o . / 

Cl No p /iV 3> . P^^ 

Ac. No. 3 ^ 7 3 release for loan 

Tbis book should be returned on or before the date last stamped 
below* An overdue charge of 5 Polae will be collected for each 
day the book is kept overtime* 


THE EIGHTEEN-SIXTIES 



lONDON 

Cambridge University Press 

FE FTE R LANE 

NEW YORK TORONTO 
BOMBAY CALCUTTA MADRAS 
MacmiUan 

TOKYO 

Maruzen Company Ltd 

All rights reservtd 



THE 

EIGHTEEN-SIXTIES 


ESSAYS 

by 

Fellows of 
the Royal Society of 
Literature 


Edited by 

JOHN DRINKWATER 


CAMBRIDGE 
AT THE UNIVERSITY PRESS 

1932 



PRINTED IN GREAT BRITAIN 



CONTENTS 


Introduction hy John Drinkwater page vu 

Sir Henry Taylor 

Lascelles Abercrombie 

I 

Arthur Hugh Clough 

Humbert Wolfe 

20 

The Early Novels of 
Wilkie Collins 

Walter de la Mare 

51 

Exit Planche — Enter 
Gilbert 

Harley Granville-Barker 

102 

Punch in the ’Sixties 

C. L Gr^t^e^ 

149 

Histonans in the ’Sixties 

F S Boas 

175 

Eneas Sweetland Dallas 

John Drinkwater 

201 

George Whyte-Melville 

Hon Sir John Forte scut 

224 

Science in the ’Sixties 

Sir Oliver Lodge 

245 

hidex 


271 



INTRODUCTION 


By John Drinkwater 

It was Mr Granville-Barker who proposed to a little 
lunch party at the Garrick Club that the papers delivered 
to the Royal Society of Literature should be written 
year by year with some co-ordination of aim After 
much discussion it was decided that this could be most 
suitably achieved by concentratmg upon a given period. 
In order to make the scheme more specific, the penod m 
each case was to be a decade The firstfruits were brought 
together m The Eii^htecn-Scveiitics, edited by Granville- 
Barker himself, and were followed by The Etqhteen- 
Ei^hties, edited bv Mr de la Mare The present volume, 
which turns back to the ’sixties, is the third of the senes. 

Withui the very simple edi tonal plan the wnters, 
needless to say, have been free to follow theu: own bent. 
But the editor in each case has had a double purpose to 
fulfil, and It has been his business to see that not the 
treatment but the choice of subjects was made with 
this purpose in mind The intention of eacli of these 
volumes is to give nothing like an exhausnve survey, but 
a faidiful impression of the period m question, and, 
furtlier, to give this impression without re-exanuning 
the major writers whose work is familiarly known to 
everyone who cares about hteraturc at all 

In the eighteen-sixties, for example, the representative 
English poets clearly were Tennyson and Brownmg, 
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but here we have Mr Abercrombie on Henry Taylor 
and Mr Wolfe on Clough. To read these two papers is 
not to get a complete view of poetry m the ^sixties, but 
it IS to discover certain intellectual and spiritual qualities 
that were emphasised by that penod, and to see them in 
their merits and their hmitations more precisely than we 
could in the work of the more umversal men. Similarly, 
Mr de la Mare, in his paper on Wilkie Colhns, evokes 
powers that, while they were certainly not beyond the 
scope of Dickens and Thackeray, find a more particular, 
a more easily disengaged expression in the smaller 
master. 

This consideration m the ’sixties has less force when 
we pass from the poetry and the fiction. These good poets 
and this good novelist are here nchly rewardmg to their 
latest cntics, and not the less so in that they must with- 
out dispute take second place to giants of their own time. 
When Mr GranviUe-Barker comes to wnte about the 
theatre m the ’sixties he is free to make the most of any 
giants that he can find But that is only because there 
were not any The transit from Blanche to Gilbert is 
perhaps as important as anything that was happening in 
the English theatre at that time, and yet there will be 
few readers who do not come to Mr Granville-Barker 
for their first knowledge of the process Here are no 
Olympian ardours to remmd us of the Eli2abethans or 
Ibsen, but here is an account which m its livelmess re- 
minds us that even in the lapses of its inspiration the 
theatre remams an enchanted place. 

Mr Graves, on the other hand, has caught a giant 
nght enough. His giant is a httle fellow wnth a hump- 
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back, bat whatever we may dunk about him he remains 
mdisputably a giant. Punch m the ’sixties was a soaal 
force, and he has remained one ever smce. Mr Graves, 
most devoted of historians, is the first to allow that there 
have been occasions when Punch has been foolish, even 
sometimes a htde ill-tempered But no one can be nearly 
a hundred years old, and soil gomg strong, with an 
account quite clear of indiscretions For good and ill, 
common sense passes m the world as the first character- 
isac of the Englishman, and common sense has nowhere 
so constandy been raised to the level of wit as m the 
pages of Punch To some natures even witty common 
sense is mcurably tiresome, and most of us have moods 
m which we can find it so, but on the whole Punch 
remains, as it has never for long failed to be, the acutest 
and the most amusmg satirist of daily hfe m England. It 
IS not too much to say that it has not only reflected but 
has had a defimte influence upon the English habit of 
mmd This volume is fortunate m havmg as the chro- 
mcler of that influence in the ’sixties a wnter who has 
himself done so much to mvigorate it m our own time. 

Dr Boas has his giants too But his immedute con- 
cern IS with the less-considcred aspect of their statures. It 
would have been beyond the scope of this book merely 
to remmd us that the great histonans ot the ’sixaes 
were great historians, but it is preasely to our purpose to 
remmd us that in wntmg history they were addmg to the 
riches of English htcrature. If my own Mr Dallas is no 
giant, he is certainly no pigmy. He is a big loose- 
limbed sort of a fellow, so big mdeed as to make it 
surpnsmg that he should have been able to efface 
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himself from all common and almost from all cnucal 
knowledge for fifty years and more. He is just the sort 
of recovery that one is glad to have made for such a 
book as this. 

I have left to Sir John Fortescue and Sir Ohver Lodge 
the responsibility of brmgmg this discursive account of 
the ’sixaes to a really distmguished close. That I should 
be Sir Oliver Lodge’s editor is a joke that affords me 
pecuhar satisfaction In the days when I used to play 
respectful tenms with him m Birmingham he had a 
great reputation for bemg able to make abstruse saen- 
tific subjects attractive and mtelhgible to the layman 
And so I reflected that while pure science was not 
withm my editorial mandate, the hterature of ^science 
was, and the Royal Society of Literature has been fortu- 
nate m mducmg a great scienast to take part m its 
dehberations There are ermnent historians who regard 
Sir John Fortescue as chief among hvmg exponents of 
their craft If I do not know enough to express an 
opmion about that, I know enough to know that every- 
thmg he writes makes authority engagmg, and I knew 
that if he could be persuaded he was just the man to 
write the paper that fwanted upon the sportmg htera- 
ture of the ’sixties I suggested Surtees, but Sir John 
dechned, saymg that Surtees was too early He dropped 
a hmt that if it had been Whyte-Melville it might have 
been another matter. Naturally, Whyte-Melville it was, 
and surely a vamshed phase of Enghsh soaety never had 
a tenderer or a more challengmg epitaph. 
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By Lascelks Abercrombie 

Th e history of literature inevitably presents itself as a 
senes of periods, which are not merely chronological 
parations, but rather characteristic stages m the process 
of hterature. Literary history, indeed, cannot be content 
simply to describe the sequence of hterary events; it is 
not the sequence of things, but the connexion of things, 
that makes history The chronology of hterature, how- 
ever, is someames at odds with the penods which 
hterary history displays The year 1850, for instance, 
might jusdy be called the very heyday of the Victonan 
penod; not merely by chronology, but because m that 
year were published those two perfect specimens of 
Victonamsm, In Memortam and David Copperjield. But 
m that same year there also entered mto the process of 
English hterature The Prelude and DeatWs Jest Book. 
Right in the midst of Victonamsm chronology records 
the appearance of two books as ahen as anythmg 
possibly could be from whatever may be meant by 
Victonamsm Nothing could better exhibit the artifice 
of hterary penods For, though it may be mteresting to 
know when a book was written, the date that counts m 
history is the date of pubhcadon, it is then that a book 
begins, properly speaking, to be hterature. The entry 
into English hterature of the greatest poem of the pre- 
Viaonan penod was a Victorian event; and the real 
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importance of that most un-Victorian poet, Bcddocs, 
commences m the year of In Memoriam. 

It may perhaps be objected that The Prelude and 
Death* s Jest Book were both unnaturally delayed m their 
pubhcaoon; but that does not alter the actual position, 
which IS, that m chronological fact one period is 
thoroughly telescoped mto another. And if we come 
down ten years or so, mto the ’sixties, we find another 
instance of this, equally stnkmg though far less im- 
portant, against which no such objection can be made. 
Sir Henry Taylor was a man bom to confound, so far as 
^ m him lay, the periods of hterary history His first 
book was pubhshed m 1827; and both by its date and 
by Its nature (it is an unstageable poeac drama), appears 
to belong to that bnef epilogue to the Romantic move- 
ment which, roughly speakmg, fills the gap between 
Byron and Tennyson Taylor’s Isaac Cornnenus would 
seem to group itself naturally enough with Beddoes’ 
Bride's Tragedy and Darley’s Sylvia, And for thirty-five 
years Taylor went on producmg, at long mtervals, the 
same kmd of poem; never without Victonan applause, 
but never with any real assimilation to Victonanism. 
A survey of Enghsh hterature m the ’sixties could 
hardly omit this plaadly but stubbornly un-Victonan 
figure. That mdeed might be said of the three previous, 
and perhaps of the two followmg, decades But he is 
pecuharly noticeable m the ’sixnes: m 1862 the last of 
his dramatic poems was published, and m,i864 he 
summed up his whole poetic achievement, and defi- 
mtely put his claim to a reputable place m Enghsh htera- 
ture, by pubhshmg bs collected poems m three volumes. 
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So there, m the ’sixties, he most unmistakably stands: 
chronologically in the period, but certainly not of it. 

Sir Henry Taylor's most remarkable achievement was 
not in hterature it is the magnificent countenance of his 
old age, which may be seen in the fronaspiece to his 
very engagmg Autobiography, That, however, belongs 
to a time twenty years later than the 'sixnes, and to a 
time thirty years earher than his collected poems belongs 
what is, I suppose, his most enduring achievement; and 
this at any rate arises out of hterature In the notes to 
Philip Van Artevelde he says. “The history of Jacques 
Van Artevelde, the father, is more generally known to 
the Enghsh reader than that of Phihp, the son”. I wiU 
not speak for the history, but as for the name, it is 
Phihp Van Artevelde, not Jacques, that is now known 
to the Enghsh. And that is entirely Sir Henry Taylor's 
domg. I do not know how far his dramatic poem is soil 
read , but at least the name of its hero has passed mto the 
tradition of Enghsh hterature That is somechmg to have 
achieved. And of course it means that the poem itself 
made, at one time, a great and by no means transient 
impression. But it seems that, from the very beginnmg 
of its vogue, its tide had a smgular power of catching the 
public ear As soon as the poem was pubhshed, Lans- 
downe House and Holland House welcomed its author 
to their hterary routs but they did not welcome him as 
Henry Taylor, m those exalted circles he went by the 
name of Phihp Van Artevelde; one hostess even addressed 
her mvitation to “Plnhp Van Artevelde, Esq.” 

What sort of a poet was this Henry Taylor? The 
catalogue of his work is soon told In 1827 he published 
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Isaac Comnenus; in 1834 his masterpiece, Philip Van 
Artevelde; m 1842 Edwin the Fair; m 1850 The Virgin 
Widow (afterwards called A Sicilian Summer); and in 
1862 St Clement's Eve. All these are dramatic poems. 
The collection of 1864 mcludes some lyncal and occa- 
sional pieces; but they are quite neghgible. There is also 
a narrative poem — The Eve of the Conquest — which is not 
without ment, though perhaps its chief mterest is, that it 
has some faint resemblance to Tennyson’s use of the 
epic idyl, and, but for its date, imght have been thought 
to show his influence. There is, besides, a considerable 
body of prose. The Statesman (1836) got him mto some 
trouble (smee he was a Civil Servant) by its iromcal 
account of the way to succeed as a pohtiaan. The irony 
is somewhat mufiled by verbiage; and if it were stnpt 
bare would seem pretty mild nowadays . our pohaaans 
succeed by methods Henry Taylor’s most extravagant 
fantasy had never dreamt of. Two volumes of essays. 
Notes from Life and Notes from Books — ^Henry Taylor, as 
a Civil Servant, had pleasant opportumty to reflect on 
both — also come well before the ’sixties And his most 
considerable prose work, the Autobiography, an im- 
portant document for soaal and pohtical history, falls 
twenty years later. Readable though the Autobiography 
is, and often dehghtful for its simple candour, it is to his 
poetry that Sir Henry Taylor owes his place m Enghsh 
hterature that is to say, to the figure which, with his 
three volumes of collected poems, he defimtely assumes 
m the ’sixties. It is, then, his place as a poet that I shall 
consider; and his place as a poet is the place which may 
be allowed to his dramatic poems. 
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And that, some cntics will say, is no place at all. The 
dramatic poem is a mistake; and mistakes cannot be 
allowed m poetry. I shall not spend much time over dus. 
The notion is, of course, that the form which poetry 
takes m the theatre has no amsdc vahdity outside the 
theatre. It may be noted that the argument against the 
dramatic poem would, if pushed home, become an 
argument agamst readmg plays; obviously, when we 
read a play, it makes no difference to our enjoyment 
whether it has or has not been acted Sit m an armchair 
and read Prometheus Bound, and it thereby becomes as 
certainly a dramatic poem as Prometheus Unbound. And 
smce people enjoy readmg plays, it seems a forlorn 
busmess to argue that they ought not to do so. But 
apart from this, the theoretical condemnation of the 
dramatic poem is itself doubly mistaken The poet who 
uses dramatic form for what he mtends to be taken 
simply as readmg matter is domg nothmg exceptional. 
All poetry takes its form from some ongmal occasion or 
method of performance. If lyrical and narrative poetry 
are allowed to exist mdependent of the musician and the 
rhapsode, there seems no reason why dramatic poetry 
should not exist mdependent of the actor But m any case 
(and here is the second mistake) to lay down a pnort 
what is allowed and what is disallowed m poetry, shows 
a remarkable misconception of the cntic’s function. 
Judge by results that is the only vahd rule m cnticismj 
And ever smce Plato it has been plam that there arq 
pecuhar advantages to be gamed by puttmg readmg 
matter mto dramatic form. 

Henry Taylor, then, if it suited his mclmation and his 
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purpose, needs no justification for writing dramatic 
poems. It certainly suited his inchnation; in that, he 
simply followed all the rest of the Romantics, fi-om Blake 
down to his contemporanes, Darley and Beddoes. They 
all wrote dramatic poems, and all for the same reason, 
which may be summed up m one word — Shakespeare. 
Taylor seems never to have questioned his inchnation to 
write dramatic poems* for him, it was just the natural 
thing to do But it may be doubted whether it always 
smted his purpose At any rate, he often wntes as 
though he had no very clear idea what the peculiar 
advantages of dramatic form are. Much of what he had 
to say would have been much better said as narraave, 
and, though on the whole his purpose fell m pretty well 
with the form he had chosen, it also on the whole failed 
to gam all that it should have done from bemg cast m 
that form. But this was the nemesis of the Romantic 
attitude to Shakespeare, and that it was more conspi- 
cuous m him than m the rest of the Romanucs was due to 
the fact that he was not, as the others were, protected by 
the poetic mstmct which could partially avert it For 
Taylor’s adoption of the Ehzabethan method of drama 
was purely romanac, that is to say, he adopted it 
without really understandmg it He did not see that 
Elizabethan dramatic techmque was exactly condiaoned 
by the Ehzabethan stage , smce he had no notion what 
that stage was hke For him, as for the other Romantics, 
Shakespeare’s techmque was perfect freedom. All you 
had to do was to compose a senes of dialogues, explainmg 
their occasion by stage directions. Thus any purpose 
could be thrown mto dramatic form. It was quite 
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unnecessary to ask whether die purpose itself was 
dramatic ; it became dramatic by being written as drama. 
But of course the justification of dramatic form m 
reading matter is the producaon of an imaginative 
effect analogous with the effect of a play in the theatre. 
Not understandmg what the effect of an Elizabethan 
play would be m the theatre £on which it was composed, 
Henry Taylor worked out his dramatic poems, m what 
he took to be the Ehzabethan style, without any regard 
for an analogous effect m his reading matter It suited 
him well enough to make his characters hve entirely by 
their self-revelation, it did not suit him by any means so 
well to make the action of his poems exist entirely by 
bemg embodied m the dialogue of such characters. 

In this misconception of the form he adopted, Taylor 
goes with the Romantics though, as I have said, the 
other Romantics were saved by their poetic instmct, so 
far as the justification of their dramatic poems as reading 
matter is concerned. But m other respects Taylor 
belongs no more to Romanticism than he does to 
Victonamsm. He had a profound admiration for 
Wordsworth and Colendge, and dehghted to mvoke 
their authonty for his prmciples ; but these were merely 
the external prmciples of poetry, the scaffoldmg of 
poetic construction There is nothing of Wordsworth or 
Colendge m what he built by means of these prmaples 
He reflected much on man and nature but without 
anythmg like Wordsworth’s pantheism or Colendge’s 
transcendentahsm As for Byron and SheUey, he re- 
pudiated them altogether. The one was all passion, the 
other all imagmation. both had fatally neglected “the 
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immortal and intellectual part*' of poetry. This, as we 
learn from the preface to Philip Van Arteuelde, is what 
he undertook to supply. But not without the other 
mgredients. “I would have no man depress his imagina- 
tion,” he says: “but I would have him raise his reason 
to be Its equipoise/’ This is sound doctnne enough; 
equally sound is his warning against the consaous en- 
deavour to write beautifully. Mrs Shelley had said of 
her husband’s work: “every line and word he wrote is 
instmct with pecuhar beauty”. To which Taylor rephes : 
“let no man sit down to write with the purpose of 
making every hne and word beautiful and peculiar. 
The only effect of such an endeavour will be to corrupt 
hisjudgment and confound his understanding”. This, m 
his opimon, was what had happened to Shelley; but of 
course Mary Shelley had said nothing whatever about 
Shelley sitting down to write tvith the purpose of making 
every line beaunful* she merely said that every hne was 
beautiful But this is typical of the whole of that remark- 
able document, the preface to Philip Van Artevelde, It is a 
capital instance of the possibihty that a man may have all 
the nght ideas about poetry, and yet be a hopelessly bad 
cntic. The difference between hterary theory and hterary 
cnticism has seldom been more plainly exhibited. 

The preface is, however, an mvaluable comment on 
Taylor’s own poetry. We can read m it the very picture 
of his mmd — a large, intelhgent, self-possessed mmd, 
which took Itself seriously, and had good reason to do 
so; which could contemplate itself very coolly, but never 
thought of mterrogatmg itself, which worked slowly, 
thoroughly, and equably, and always had plenty of 
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time; whose temper was never crossed, whose purpose 
was never distracted, by gloom, by rapture, or by 
humour. The mind thus unconsaously self-portrayed in 
this preface can be plainly perceived at work throughout 
the whole senes of the dramatic poems. Indeed, two of 
his mam characters, Isaac Comnenus and Phihp Van 
Artevelde, he endowed with some quahties that are 
evidently his own. They are both men of action, 
vigorous and deasive m their outer hves, but with the 
power of holdmg their inner selves aloof and m reserve, 
noting their own behaviour, and the affairs m which they 
find themselves engaged, with a detached mterest and a 
keen, dispassionate speculation That is how Henry 
Taylor himself went through life. He was not a man of 
action He was a very useful offiaal m the Coiomal 
Office, whose domestic experiences were nothmg re- 
markable. But that was his attitude, m these two 
characters it is transposed into the key of a life of action. 
He had the power of lookmg on, of watching with an 
impersonal speculative mterest the way the world dealt 
with him, and he dealt with the world This comes out 
very strongly m the Autohwgraphy No doubt the 
reminiscent mood would encourage it, but the whole 
tone of the book is that of a man whose habitual con- 
sciousness has been m that style. Thus, his family was 
anxious for him to get marned , so was he He heads a 
chapter with the words “Dihgent endeavours of friends 
to find me a w^fe*^ and opens it thus 

I have spoken of the distress which was suffered by my 
father and mother and Miss Fenwick through the overthrow 
of my hopes m April, 1838. And mixed with the sorrow was 
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the fear either that I might not marry at all, or that I might be 
a loi^ time m finding my way to a wife 
They and other of my fnends had for some years been 
anxious to see me safely married, beheving that I would not 
be happy in single hfe, and also, perhaps, beheving that, 
through some sudden captivation, some inadvertency of 
commitment, I might very possibly one day or another 
make a marnage in which I would be less happy still. 

That IS a cunously impersonal way to speak of one’s 
most mtimate affairs; but readers of Isaac Comnenus and 
Philtp Van Artevelde will recogmse the attitude. 

In the two heroes of these poems, perhaps the most 
cunous appearance which this detached, impersonal 
attitude makes is their repudiation of the emotion of 
surprise or wonder. Comnenus dechnes to be surprised 
by any turn events may take When he, the rebel, is 
most surprismgly, as one might think, visited by the 
Prmcess Theodora, she says 

Thou well mayst wonder, and I think thou dost. 
Albeit thou show’st it not, 

to which he rephes 

Not much, not much, 

Ten years are gone since I have felt surprise 
Save at my own existence and the stars 

But Phihp Van Artevelde’s refusal to wonder at thmgs is 
quite tmquahfied* 

Treading the steps of common hfe with eyes 
Of cunous inquisition, some will stare 
At each discovery of nature’s ways. 
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As it were new to find that God contnves. 

The contrary were marvellous to me, 

And till I find it I shall marvel not. 

Watts-Dunton, in one of those phrases which are 
designed to take the place of thmkmg, used to speak of 
the Romantic movement as “ the renaissance of wonder”. 
The ddscnption is suffiaendy true to remmd us that Sir 
Henry Taylor’s hero, thus steadily and philosophically 
refusmg to wonder at thmgs, does not belong to Roman- 
tiasm And it is entirely charactenstic of this hero that, 
at a chmax of his emotional affairs, he should entertam 
his lady with a mce account of his mtellectual habits — 
that he should see himself, at that moment, as part of the 
mterestmg process of hfe which he has noted m the 
world. The lady is indeed a romantic figure, as such 
ladies usually are. She is the high-mmded, high- 
spinted courtesan whose smcere love comforts Phihp in 
the dark conclusion of his career, and who, of course, 
has only become a courtesan through misfortune — a 
psychological misfortune, the story of which is rather 
subdy told m an mtermezzo between the two parts of the 
drama, m a stram of lyrical narrative meant, perhaps, 
to be like Colendge, but much more hke Walter Scott 
Taylor had, m fact, ventured to do somethmg which a 
Romantic poet could hardly have endured to do In the 
first part of the drama, when Phihp’s powers and fortunes 
are in the ascendant, he is nobly encouraged by Adnana, 
whom he loves m a very exalted fashion, though gravely 
and without transport, and it is a mam factor in the 
tragedy of the second part that, immediately after his 
triumph, his first love dies. He is left alone, with only 
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her memory to support him, m the losing batde of the 
second part, m which, for all his heroism, he gradually 
shdes downhill to the perdition of all his hopes. At 
least, he is left alone Una! Elena arrives, and then, quite 
unromantically, but very exactly as thmgs go m the 
world, he falls m love agam. And love, which once blest 
his youthful aspiration with an ideal mamage, now 
consoles his middle-aged decline with a liaison. It says 
much for Henry Taylor’s art that this second affair is as 
mteresong and attractive as the first, and that, I think, is 
largely due to the way it reveals Phihp’s cunous attitude 
to himself and to his concerns. Physical passion, one 
might suppose, would be a main element in his second 
love, and passion is certainly imphed But Phihp can 
detach himself from the physical event, and, at a crucial 
moment of his relationship with Elena, compare his 
emotions with his early speculations in natural history. 
This IS the sort of speech with which love inspires him . 
It IS worth quotmg not only as a psychological cunosity, 
but as a specimen of Taylor’s poetic quahty. 

Then I considered life in all its forms ; 

Of vegetables first, next zoophytes. 

The tnbe that dwells upon the confine strange 
’Twixt plants and fish, some are there from their mouth 
Spit out their progeny, and some that breed 
By suckers from their base or tubercles, 

Sea-hedgehog, madrepore, sea-ruff, or pad. 

Fungus, or sponge, or that gelatmous fish 
That taken from its element at once 
Sonks, melts, and dies a fluid, — So from these, 
Through many a tnbe of less equivocal life, 
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Dividual or insect, up I ranged, 

From sentient to perapient — small advance — 

Next to mtcUigent, to rational next, 

So to lialf--spintual human-kmd, 

And what is more, is more than man may know. 

Last came the troublesome question, what am I ? 

A blade, a seedhng of this growth of life 
Wherewith the outside of the earth is cover’d, 

A comprehensive atom, all the world 
In act of thought embraemg , m the world 
A gram scarce filhng a particular place ! 

Thus travell’d I the region up and down 
Wherein the soul is arcumsenbed below , 

And unto what conclusion » 

In any form of dramatic composition, we must always 
beware how we discover the author m the characters he 
invents. But I do not think any reader of the Auto^ 
biography could fail to recogmse, m its consistent reve- 
lation of the author’s disposition and mental attitude, 
somethmg very similar to the character of Phihp Van 
Artevelde 

No poet, perhaps, was ever more preasely consaous 
of his purpose than Henry Taylor The motto of 
Phtltp Van Artevelde puts it exactly Dramatica poesis est 
veluti Htstorta spectahilis Historia spectabths — that, m 
Its most hteral sense, m a far more hteral sense than 
Bacon ever m tended, is the nature of Taylor’s dramatic 
poetry and to present us wnth Htstorta spectahilis was a 
work entirely suited both to his talents and his tempera- 
ment. Apart from his mmor pieces, the one excepaon is 
that unfortunate fantasy The Virgin WidoiVy m which he 
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becomes, to me, perfectly unreadable; and of wbich I 
shall therefore say nothing. 

His purpose, then, was not simply, or even pnmanly, 
to write dramatic poems, it was to dramatise history, to 
make history come to life He had, I think, a genume 
sense of history; certainly, it was his mtention to 
exhibit with essenaal truth that which had actually 
happened. For him, the important thmg m his subjects 
was that they had actually happened To take purely 
artistic hbemes with history would have been to defeat 
his real purpose I am incompetent to judge how far his 
Histona spectabihs may be saendfically accurate. He 
has some verbal inaccuraaes which are plam enough, 
apart from some odd scansions of proper names and 
foreign words (his Elena was noted by his contempor- 
aries) Edwin the Fair is a utle which history would not 
very readily accept; the real name, Edwy, Taylor dunks 
was a pet-name, and takes as evidence of the kmg’s 
popularity. He speaks, with strange mdifference to 
grammar, of the witenagemot as “the witena”. But 
broadly, his history seems sound enough, and may be a 
good deal sounder than I know. The truth that matters, 
however, hes as much m the epithet spectabilis as m the 
substantive histona As far as the latter is concerned, 
perhaps we do not need to feel assured of more than this, 
m order to be affected as Henry Taylor mtended: that 
at a certam time and place, capital events of a certain 
character happened, and went m a certam direcaon. 
Why they should have had just that character — ^why 
they should have gone mjust that direction — these are 
the matters which, if they are made really understand- 
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able, will make historia truly spectahilis. This means, m 
effect, that Henry Taylor’s busmess was to show the 
truth of history as the exponent of human nature. He 
had the expcnencc which would enable him to do so; 
for he knew both men and affairs. The permanent 
official’s half-exasperated, half-amused expenence with 
pohtiaans, for example, comes out m Phihp Van 
Artevelde’s descnption of the men to whom he had to 
entrust his difficult negotiations 

Than Lois de Vaux there’s no man sooner sees 
Whatever at a glance is visible. 

What IS not, that he sees not, soon nor late. 

Quick witted is he, versatile, seizmg pomts, 

But never solvmg questions , vam he is — 

It is his pnde to see things on all sides, 

Which best to do he sets them on their corners 
Present before him arguments by scores 
Bearmg diversely on the affair m hand, 

He’ll see them all successively distinctly, 

Yet never two of them can sec together, 

Or gather, blend, and balance what he sees 
To make up one account, a nimd it is 
Accessible to reason’s subtlest rays, 

And many enter there, but none converge, 

It IS an army with no general, 

An arch without a key-stone — Then the other. 

Good Martin Blondel-Vatre — he is rich 
In nothing else but difficulties and doubts; 

You shall be told the evil of your scheme. 

But not the scheme that’s better, he forgets 
That pohcy, expecting not clear gam, 

Deals ever in alternatives , he’s wise 
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In negatives, is skilful at erasures, 

Expert m stepping backwards, an adept 

At augunng eclipses, but admit 

His apprehensions, and demand. What then ? 

And you shall find youVe turned the blank leaf over. 

The fine mtelhgence, that has the task of making 
history^ can only make it through such instruments as 
these: that is one reason why history goes the way it 
does. 

But Henry Taylor had not only the right expencncc 
to draw on for dramaasmg history; he had a very 
considerable power of psychological imagination; and it 
is chiefly by virtue of this that his history becomes 
spectabilis. This power, mdeed, was by far the largest 
part of his poetical endowment, as we may see by 
tummg to the shorter pieces m which it had no scope. 
He had a respectable command of versification and dic- 
tion, but never the thnllmg rhythm, never the magic 
phrase. Yet he has some good images, and what is 
speaally to his credit, can make striking use of common 
things; as when Wulfstan (whose character of meffiaent 
wisdom was suggested by Colendge), speakmg to his 
text that “love changes with the changmg life of man*’, 
contrasts the freedom of its growth m youth with what 
happens when love plants itself m later years 

In middle age — a garden through whose sod 
The roots of neighbourmg forest trees have crept — 

It strikes on strmgy customs bedded deep, 

Perhaps on ahen passions 

Sometimes, too, his imagination can do the office 
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of description, as m this vignette of landscape in 
Flanders: 

the tedious tract 

Of naked moorland, and the long flat road 
And slow straight stream, for ever side by side 
Like poverty and crime 

On the whole, though it is too often m the conven- 
tional dialect of verse-wntmg, his language is sufficiendy 
mterestmg to deserve the name of poetry. But characteri- 
sation was his real busmess provided, that is to say, he 
kept withm the hmits of his appomted purpose, and used 
his psychological imagination for dramatismg history. 
When he went outside these limits, as m The Virgin 
WidoWy his talents forsook him Yet, m spite of that 
strange aberration (which occupied him four years), he 
knew well enough that, even if he stuck to history, 
he must take care to choose the right land of history he 
knew that his talents were fastidious Once, when he was, 
as he says, “m search of a subject'’, Lord Aberdeen 
suggested the conquest of Naples by Charles of Anjou. 
But, adds Taylor, *T rejected it as too romantic, t hinkin g 
that I should stand more firmly upon plamer ground”. 
Indeed, what really suited him was political history 
When some problem m the pohtics of a penod offered 
Itself to his experienced mquisition as somethmg which 
might be explamed, or at least set out, m terms of 
psychology, then his special talent did admirably 
What, for example, was the secret of Dunstan’s power? 
Why did he succeed and Kmg Edwy fail ? What did all 
those tales of St Dunstan and the Devil really mean? 
His psychological imagmation gets to work; and we have 
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for result a very memorable figure of tbe unscrupulous 
samt: the holy man who is also a practical man of affairs, 
who will use, and can use with devastating effect, any 
means that wiU serve his end, dehberately creatmg the 
superstiaon that gives him his power, and all for the 
glory of God. 

Psychology, not arcumstance, is the deadmg factor 
m the issue of Taylor’s histoncal poems. Everything in 
Isaac Comnenus turns on the emgmatic — the too emg- 
maac — character of the hero. In St Clement’s Eve, the 
Duke of Orleans is not rumed by the failure of the miracle 
which was to have cured the mad kmg Charles the 
Sixth; he is rumed by the fact that he staked everythmg 
on the success of the miracle, preasely as the man whom 
Taylor imagmed would have done It is, of course, 
true, that to treat history m this psychological way, is to 
treat it with a certam freedom, just as a certam hcense 
wiU be necessary m order to accommodate the events to 
dramatic form But Taylor, who had no great sense of 
dramatic form, was never very strongly tempted to 
modify his matter m that direcuon, and he seems to 
have been careful to keep his psychological explanation 
withm the possibihty which the historic facts marked 
out. Thus, m Philip Van Artevelde, Elena may not be 
histoncal, but she is not mtroduced to account for any- 
thmg m the process of events; she merely serves to 
eluadate Phihp’s character and it is Phihp’s remarkable 
character that explams the events. To this long, com- 
plex, not very excitmg, but strangely mterestmg 
composition, any discussion of Sir Henry Taylor must, 
sooner or later, return I have called it his masterpiece; 
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but it IS not only a masterpiece m the relaave sense that 
phrase imphes; it is a masterpiece of accountmg for 
pohucal history by subtle and profound psychology. 
Not merely m the case of Phihp himself, though he is the 
person who doimnates the events • all the characters are 
ahve, and ahve in the nght way, convergmg m their 
divers motives aU to one tragic conclusion — which is a 
gcnumely histoncal conclusion. The poem, one would 
think, should be speaally mterestmg nowadays; for it 
deals with a revolutionary period which has a smgular 
resemblance to our own Merely as a piece of psy- 
chology, the change m Phihp’s character, from the tune 
when he first unvolhngly enters pohucal affairs and is 
conscious of their contaminauon, to the ume when he 
exults at last to reahse the splendid thing he is fightmg 
for, the mighty thing he is fightmg agamst — the temble 
disabdiues under which ideals must oppose actuahty — 
this tram of psychological logic is admirably imagmed 
But, as with the rest of Henry Taylor’s histoncal poems, 
the purpose of all this is to make us feel the past as 
hvmg reahty And that is not a contempdble purpose. 
The past is the presidmg gemus of the present. We all 
know this, but we do not always feel it Sir Henry 
Taylor’s histoncal poems can do somethmg by no 
means mconsiderable to make us feel as well as know it. 
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By Humbert Wolfe 

Arthur Hugh Clough — bom 1819 and died 1861 — is 
the perfect paradox. If he is regarded superfiaally — 
and It is very difficult to regard him m any other way 
— ^hc IS the complete middle Victorian His birth, his 
education, his friends, his career might have been dictated 
to the Vlth Form at Rugby by Dr Arnold as suitable for 
incrustation in the prose of Cicero or Vergihan verse He 
left (or so It seemed) nothing undone that was required 
of a Victorian He was bom of a decent mercantile 
family, and if his father committed the shght irregulanty 
of taking him from Liverpool to South Carolma m his 
fifth year, his mother saw to it that he remained com- 
pletely msulated. He did not remam long enough to 
suffer the derangement of large horizons, and was soon 
back m England to enter into the spiritual domimon of 
Dr Arnold At school he was so supremely his head- 
master’s favounte pupd that at times he appeared not 
only a png but a model to all pngs — a satire on pngs 
savage enough, though too well-mannered, to have 
been wntten by Swift Constantly quoted is a sentence 
from one of his letters, composed it would seem by 
some uomc fiend ‘T venly beheve my whole bemg 
IS soaked through with the wishmg and hopmg and 
striving to do the school good” Faithfully tracing the 
path assigned he went as a scholar to Balhol, and there 
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or later as Fellow of Onel he encountered such wholly 
suitable companions as Jowett, Tait, Church, Thomas 
and Matthew Arnold (who were, of course, old Rugby 
friends) , Shairp, Conmgton, Palgrave and Arthur 
Stanley. But still more appropriately he encountered 
the mdispensable comrade of all senous Victorian 
youth — doubt. It is not clear at what pomt he stood m 
the Tractanan controversy. He was (it seems) accused* 
of Newmanism — an accusaaon which he rebutted with- 
out heat But whatever his doctnnal mchnation both his 
moral and spmtual reflecaons were exacdy what an 
mspired parodist would have invented. As to himself, he 
writes m 1841 

How often sit I, poring o’er 
My strange distorted youth, 

Seeking in vain, in all my store, 

One feehng based on truth; 

Excitements come, and act and speech 
Flow freely forth , — but no, 

Nor they, nor ought beside can reach 
The buned world below. 

While a few years later he was writmg of his Maker: 

Do only Thou m that dim shrine, 

Unknown or known, remam, divme, 

There, or if not, at least m eyes 
That scan the fact that round them hes, 

The hand to sway, the judgment guide, 

In sight and sense Thyself divide 
Be Thou but there, — m soul and heart, 

I will not ask to feel Thou art. 
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Here we have selWepreaation (absolutely undeserved) 
combined with a credulous, even gulhble, agnosticism, 
which even the humblest general practitioner would 
instantly diagnose as acute Victonanism. Nor did 
Clough fail to give Victonan expression to his doubts. 
He resigned his Fellowship for many obscure and typical 
reasons, though there was one which might have been 
sufiiaent m itself. Under the rules of the college he 
would have to take Orders not later than his ninth year 
as a Fellow Three years only were left him, and m a less 
sclf-tortunng age he would quite simply have indicated 
that he was not prepared to become a priest. But this 
holy simphaty was not m the Victorian character. 
Action was always the result of mtrospection so mtense 
that the observer appeared always to see right through 
himself and out at the otlier side — with no very notice- 
able intensificaaon of vision. Nor was the deasion less 
Victorian m that it plunged Clough upon the world with 
no immediate means of hvehhood and with no clear-cut 
idea as to his next step There were no money-changers’ 
tables m the Victonan ^Torum consaentiae ”, nor was it 
theirs to do and die, but only to reason why not He had, 
nevertheless, enough money to engage on the shadow of 
a Grand Tour, spendmg May 1848 m Pans dunng the 
exatements of pocket revoluaon and happy to be about 
“pour savourer la Repubhque” In the next spnng he 
was in Rome, again choosmg a histoncal moment for his 
visit. He was m fact present dunng the siege which 
terminated m the French under Oudmot restormg the 
rule of the Pope. From this sojourn he denved the 
matenal for his poem m an Italian setting Amours de 
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Voyage. And, since love has amidly crept into the page, 
it is at this point to be observed that Clough was as true 
a Victonan amonst as theologian. Passion does not 
(superfiaally at any rate) disfigure his lines. Clough’s 
relations with the other sex were not comphcated by a 
mother-complex, perhaps because the Victonans had not | 
yet learned how vital that derangement is to the founda- ( 
non of gemus. Nor, till after leaving the post he had 
accepted as Head of Umversity Hall m London m 1852 
for America, did he permit himself any mdulgence 
m lync love. Even then his Songs in Absence might 
equally well have been entitled Songs in the Presence of 
the Beloved^ s Mother It is true that in The Bothie as well as 
m Amours de Voyage he deals with love, but a love so 
pale, so filtered that not one trace of Aphrodite’s fatal 
microbe could be perceived Nor m his hfe was he more 
formidable than m his verse. His woman-fnend of his 
college years was his sister, known bv the penod name 
of Anne Jemima — a distmguished and able woman who 
hved to be first head of Newnham College, Cambndge, 
and gave her name to Clough Hall Very sober and un- 
rhapsodic was this relationship if we may judge firom the 
letters, though perhaps none the worse for that In 1852 
— then being aged thirty-three — ^he became engaged to 
Miss Blanche Smith, and, after having sought m vam for 
a place m the Education Office, which would permit him 
to marry, he set off to seek his fortune in America at the 
end of the year This adventure was conducted under the 
wmg of his friend Emerson, who had eagerly welcomed 
his resolution to try his fate on the other side. He travelled 
out with no less a compamon than Thackeray, and shared 
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some of the mitial honours showered on the novelist. 
But Clough, though he found fncndship on every hand, 
found htde else, and was glad to return a year later to a 
humble post in the Education 0£Ece found for hun by 
Carlyle, to marry his Miss Smith, and to become the 
admirable father of three children. He died suddenly m 
Italy, when working on his last book Mari Magna and 
was buried — O fortunate nimium — outside Florence m the 
Protestant Cemetery that looks to Fiesole. 

It would be difficult to conceive, if this be the true 
inward version of Clough’s life and spirit, a destiny 
more suitable to the text-books, and one more perfecdy 
fitted to be that of the poet of the tenaaous times of 
Queen Victoria But before we accept this as truth we 
must ask ourselves two thmgs How did it happen that a 
figure so lukewarm created even violent emotion m the 
breasts of some of the greatest and most sensitive souls of 
his tune? And secondly how did this creature, carefully 
adjusted to a preconceived notion of his period, come to 
wnte that decisive httle satire A Decalogue and still more 
Dipsychus, that utterly un-Victorian and completely 
neglected rendermg of Faust ? When we have weighed 
the answers to these two questions we shall, I think, be 
dnven to conclude that behind the Clough of Rugby, 
Balhol and Oriel, behind the man who was the super- 
fiaal prey of the major dubieties of Ins time, there hved 
and died, almost unknown, a dark splendour which was 
stamped with the hall-mark of passion, clean hatred, and 
a sense of withermg distaste for shams as bummg as 
Swift’s and only muffled by the point of time m which 
he wrote. 
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Let us therefore consider first the testimony of his 
friends upon the ambiguous object of their worship. 
Take first Carlyle, whom he much frequented, and whose 
doctrines are alleged deeply to have concerned him. The 
not too forthconung Scotsman wrote of him to Froude 
after his death thus* “A mmd more vivid, more vera- 
aous, mildly radiant, I have seldom met with, and m a 
character so honest, modest, kmdly. I expected great 
thmgs of him”. I ask you particularly to mark the last 
sentence, to which I shall revert m a moment. Shairp, m 
a poem written fourteen years after his death, wrote thus : 
Foremost one stood with forehead high and broad — 
Sculptor ne’er moulded grander dome of thought — 
Beneath it, eyes dark-lustred rolled and glowed, 

Deep wells of feeling where the full soul wrought, 

Yet hthe of hmb, and strong as shepherd boy, 

He roamed the wastes and drank the mountam-joy 
To cool a heart too cruelly distraught 
Here again, apart from the profound admiration that the 
hnes disclose, the significant pomt is the qualification of 
the “deep wells of feelmg where the full soul wrought”, 
by the reference m the last hne to the distracted heart. 
Bagehot wrote of him after his death (and perhaps he 
comes nearest to the truth of any of them)' “He was 
equal to his own precept. 

Seek seeker, m thyself submit to find 

In the stones bread, and hfe in the blank mmd. 

To offer petty praise and posthumous compliments to a 
stoic of this temper is like brmgmg sugar-plums for St 
Simeon Styhtes I leave Matthew Arnold for the mstant 
and cross the Atlantic to call Lowell, Longfellow, Emer- 
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son and Charles Norton to the witness-box. Lowell was 
a stout friend to Clough. He was his companion on the 
voyage to America when Umversity Hall was aban- 
doned, and he pubhshed The Bothie in the Atlantic 
Monthly from February to May 1858, paymg what 
Clough considered “a handsome sum ” for it He wrote 
of this not very distmguished novel m hexameters ’“Ido 
not know a poem more impregnated with the Nme- 
teenth Century, or fuller of tender force, and shy dehcate 
humour (Here agam I ask you to note the epithet 
“shy”.) Indeed, he made no doubt that Clough was a 
man of gemus, saying: “Clough will be thought a 
hundred years hence to have been the truest expression 
m verse of the moral and intellectual tendenaes, the 
doubt and struggle towards settled conviction of the 
period m which he hved” Longfellow is recorded to 
have said of him. “I hke him exceedingly; with his 
gentleness and his bewildered look and his half-closed 
eyes” (again observe the “bewildered look”), while 
Norton was moved to claim “his hfe was a success such 
as scarcely one man m a generation achieves” Emerson, 
who truly loved him and of whom m one aspect Clough 
was a disciple, said no less of him than that he was “a 
new and better Carlyle”. Fmally we have Matthew 
Arnold — that great poet who, with his formidable father, 
IS m my view largely responsible, though, of course, 
unconsciously, for Clough’s withdrawal into himself. 
After Clough’s death Matthew Arnold wrote: “That is 
a loss which I shall feel more and more”, and then con- 
tmues sadly musmg, “People were beginnmg to say 
about Clough that he never would do anything now. 
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and, in short, to pass him over. I foresee that there will 
now be a change, and attention will be fixed on what 
there was of extraordinary promise and mterest m him 
when young, and of umque, and imposmg even as he 
grew older without f ulfillin g people’s expectation”. 
Here I beg you to dwell on that air of wistful conde- 
scension which Arnold could not put on one side. That 
“promise”, those “expectations” — ^what were they, 
and how m fact were they disappomted ^ A partial, and 
to me wholly misleading, though beautiful, answer is 
afforded m two of the last three verses of that marvellous 
threnody Thyrsis: 

Thou too, O Thyrsis, on like quest wast bound , 

Thou wanderedst with me for a httle hour * 

Men gave thee nothing; but this happy quest. 

If men esteem’d thee feeble, gave thee power, 

If men procured thee trouble, gave thee rest. 

And this rude Cumner ground, 

Its fir-topped Hurst, its farms, its quiet fields. 

Here cam’st thou m thy jocund youthful time. 

Here was thine height of strength, thy golden pnme ! 
And still the haunt beloved a virtue yields 

What though the music of thy rusuc flute 
Kept nor for long its happy, country tone, 

Lost It too soon, and learnt a stormy note 
Of men contention-tost, of men who groan, 

Which task’d thy pipe too sore, and tired thy throat — 
It fail’d and thou wast mute ^ 

Yet hadst thou always visions of our light. 

And long with men of care thou couldst not stay, 
And soon thy foot resumed its wandermg way, 

Left human haunt, and on alone till mght ^ 
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This IS the last evideace that I shall call, and I shall hope 
to show that it clinches all the rest. 

But clinches in what way ? What, if we sum up, is the 
net effect of aU these tnbutes? In the first place we 
perceive that Clough radiandy moved great spirits not 
only m the hey-day of his early youth — the golden 
prime of Thyrsis, He met Longfellow, Norton and 
Lowell m the middle ’thirties, and their witness is no less 
rmging than that of the friends of early manhood He 
earned about with him — even when he seemed a 
failure m men’s eyes, when his pipe was “task’d too 
sore” and his throat “tired” — some mdwelhng beauty 
and strength which, as the French say, imposed itself 
We may conclude from this unammity that, whether 
he reahsed expectations or not, there was to the end 
something m Clough that both exated and eluded. As to 
this again there is no doubt In every case there is the 
insistence on his promise Carlyle “expected great 
thmgs of him” and Matthew Arnold reverts constantly 
to people’s “expectation” Dr Arnold found m him the 
perfect embodiment of his vision of what posterity 
should be, and looked confidently to him to prove to the 
world what a Rugby man could be That is one side of 
the testimony The other is even more stnkmg Carlyle 
speaks of his “modesty”, Shanp, gomg further, men- 
tions a heart “cruelly distraught” Bagehot finds him a 
stoic, Longfellow recorded his “bewildered look and his 
half-closed eyes”, and Matthew Arnold, roundmg it all 
off, writes of the “happy quest” which when men “gave 
him nothmg, gave him power”. It is plam, therefore, 
that here Clough had his secret It is, I think, equally 



Arthur Hugh Clough 29 

plain that none ofhis friends and contemporaries plumbed 
It. Perhaps the passage of three-quarters of that century, 
of which Lowell spoke, will help us to make a reasonable 
guess. 

I have bnefly indicated the domination which Dr 
Arnold exercised over at least the outward expression of 
his pupd’s mind All that immense prestige, searchmg 
affection, and unrelenting purpose could achieve m 
moulding a boy’s spint was accomphshed by the head- 
master. He took upon himself the dangerous preroga- 
tive of God, and sought not merely to make Clough m 
his own image, but to breathe the breath of hfe mto him. 
Arnold sent Clough out to Oxford as his mdividual 
creation, but when he despatched Matthew thither a 
year or two later he saw to it that his influence should 
remain vital, msistent and diurnal There has been con- 
troversy as to what Clough meant when he said of him- 
self at Oxford (m partial explanation of his failure m 
Schools) that he was ‘‘like a straw drawn up by the 
draught from a chimney” It has been supposed, as I 
suggested above, that it has a reference to his pre- 
occupation with the rehgious controversy of the 
moment. Not a htde support for this view can be 
found in his rehgious poems, full as they are of current 
perplexities But my own behef is that the struggle, 
which was absorbing and was finally to destroy 
Clough’s originality, was a much more personal one 
It was m my view the agony of the mnate satirical 
gemus of Clough seeking m vain to nd itself of the 
swaddling-clothes of Amoldism, and of all the honour- 
able and cloggmg pieues of the period Clough was not, 
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as I think, desperately deading whether to range him- 
self with Newman or with Pusey. He was not drawn 
by one or the other His mstmet — defeated by circum- 
stance — was to escape from both, and m that escape to 
free hims elf from the Arnold constriction, which m his 
inmost heart he was afraid to recognise as such, and which 
therefore closed gradually about him all it squeezed out 
life Itself. 

Though many criacs have recognised the cnpphng 
nature of the influence of the two Arnolds, nobody has 
(as far as I know) yet stated Clough’s tragedy m quite 
such defimte terms It is necessary, therefore, to defend 
the thesis m some detail. Let us look at one or two phrases 
m Thyrsts again for a moment, and then consider how 
wildly insensiave they are if related to the expressed 
Clough, and yet how unconsaously true if they refer 
to the inner Clough whom I am seeking to extneate. 
Matthew Arnold writes of Clough m his undergraduate 
and post-graduate days at Onel as rangmg over Cumner 
m his jocund youthful tune — his golden prime. Where 
either m his poems of the period, his letters, or the 
comments of his fnends are we to find this jocundity, 
this visionary gold ? While soil at school, aged seventeen, 
we find this jocund spirit writmg on the occasion of An 
evening walk in Spring: 

That they can soon and surely tell 
When aught has gone amiss withm, 

When the mmd is not sound and well 
Nor the soul free from taint of sm 

Not, you will concede, an uproariously jocund re- 
flccaon on such an occasion for the most brilliant 
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Rugbeian of his day. Again when he is twenty we find 
this reveller m youth writing: 

So I went wrong. 

Grievously wrong, but folly crushed itself, 

And vanity o’er-toppling fell, and ame 
And healthy discipline and some neglect, 

Labour and sohtary hours revived 
Somewhat, at least, of that ongmal frame 

A year later Clough contmues his ‘‘happy country tone” 
with 

Come back again, old heart ^ Ah me * 

Methinks in those thy coward fears 
There might, perchance, a courage be 
That fails m these the manher years 

In 1841 he contmues his careless youthful raptures with 
a senes of sonnets bhthely entitled Blank Misgivings of a 
Creature moving about in worlds realized. While Clough 
was thus performmg on his rustic flute m pubhc, m 
pnvate he was wntmg letters mformed with a certam 
drab despair, as when he said after signmg the Thirty- 
Nine Articles (with certam mtemal reservations) . “My 
own justification to myself is simply that I can feel faith 
m what is bemg carried on by my generation, and that 
I am content to be an operaave — to dress mtellectual 
leather, cut it out to pattern, and stitch it and cobble it 
mto boots and shoes for the benefit of the work which is 
bemg gmded by wiser heads”. 

All these expressions have been senously (and, as I 
think, pompously) construed mto a confession of ex- 
treme spintual anguish. W G. Ward, his fnend, seemg 
the thmg as did all the others, and thereby actually 
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helping to the very conclusion which he prayed to 
avert, said: “What was before all to have been desired 
for him was that during his undergraduate career he 
should have given himself up thoroughly to his classi- 
cal and mathematical studies, and kept himself from 
plunging prematurely mto the theological controversies 
then so nfe at Oxford It was mdeed to have been 
desired that he should not have been distracted from his 
Umversity studies, and from something even more im- 
portant — the possession of his own soul — by controver- 
sies. But was the controversy, as has been generally 
supposed, a theological one ^ I beheve not, and for the 
foUowmg reasons. 

Matthew Arnold, as we have seen, testifies to his 
youthful jocundity — a testimony categorically contra- 
dicted by all that we have m wntmg Either then 
Arnold was talkmg conventionally of the assumed um- 
versal happmess of youth — still Nature’s pnest — or he 
was unconsaously laying his finger on the real secret of 
Clough’s trouble. Might it not be, mdeed must it not 
have been, that there was m Clough a laughmg cavaher 
who was to find himself drawn not by the sympathetic 
hand of Franz Hals but by the melancholy pencil of some 
mid-Victonan worthy? Is it not likely (as we shall see 
m a mmute) that the “vmd, mildly radiant and m- 
gemous” mmd of which Carlyle wrote was consaous of 
a growmg and mevitable suffocation ? 

Let us from this angle consider two sigmficant aspects 
of his poetry. We have in the first place the passionate 
regret with which he turns from youth, and the friends 
of his youth Of all his early poems only those m this 
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key have any real merit — a fact which Matthew Arnold 
was too good a cnac to miss and yet too close to Clough, 
and too much himself to understand. Parting contains the 
verse impliat with all his secret longmg for the irre- 
trievable’ 

O tell me, fnends, while yet ye hear, — 

May It not be, some coming year. 

These ancient paths that here divide 
Shall yet agam run side by side. 

And you from there, and I from here, 

All on a sudden reappear ? 

O tell me, fnends, while yet ye hear ^ 

But alas ! it was but little that his fnends were heanng, 
and that all distorted. And next m Qua cursutn ventus his 
inner self — the jocund, the hopeful, the destmed to no 
consummation — does for an mstant flmg off the bonds 
of tradiuon, disaphne and defeat, to cry m the two 
splendid verses that Matthew Arnold rightly celebrated . 
But O bhthe breeze! and O great seas, 

Though ne’er, that earhest partmg past. 

On your wide plain they jom again. 

Together lead them home at last. 

One port, methought, ahke they sought, 

One purpose hold where’er they fare — 

O bounding breeze, O rushing seas ! 

At last, at last, umte them there * 

Vam hope, vam cry, for the spint withm and the spirit 
without were never to be united, prcQsely because 
Clough guessed but did not dare to acknowledge even to 
himself what these two spirits were 
We have at least one pomt estabhshed. Clough 
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bitterly regrets the youth he 15 leaving, and yet his own 
account of that youth is so sombre as to suggest that no 
reasonable soul could ever wish to have it back again. 
He must, therefore, since he was neither dishonest nor 
wholly self-blinded, have been reachmg back to the true 
Clough — ^Matthew Arnold's jocund spirit who could and 
did see hfe in reasonable proportion as a home for men 
and women and not for lost causes missing one another m 
a self-nghteous fog 

This view is supported if not proved (and, mdeed, to 
claim proof is beside my aim) by The Bothte of Tober- 
Na^Vuoltch — written m September 1848, after taking his 
deasion to throw up his Fellowship, and first pubhshed 
m November of that year by Maepherson at Oxford, 
The Bothie was a surprise to all who expected of Clough 
a pseudo-philosophical poem explainmg the rehgious 
doubts which had led lum to take so vital a decision. 
But ought It to have been a surpnse It is true that in 
1845 he had written the much-discussed Qui labor at orat, 
which contained among other verses the hues . 

If well-assured ’tis but profanely bold 
In thought’s abstractest forms to seem to see. 

It dare not dare the dread commumon hold 
In ways unworthy Thee 
O not unowned, thou shalt unnamed forgive, 

In worldly walks the prayerless heart prepare , 

And if in work its hfe it seem to hve, 

Shalt make that work be prayer 

Here, it is urged, is full justification for the view that 
It was rehgion and rehgious doubt that was possessmg 
and distractmg his soul. How then account for the 
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sharp clarity of Duty, wntten at the end of 1847 or the 
beginning of 1848, which reveals m a flash the satirist 
beating his hands in vain against the muffled iron doors 
of Victorian insensibihty: 

’Tis the coward acquiescence 
In a destiny’s behest, 

To a shade by terror made, 

Sacrificing, aye, the essence 
Of all that’s truest, noblest, best 

’Tis the bhnd non-recogmtion 
Or of goodness, truth or beauty, 

Save by precept and submission. 

Moral blank, and moral void. 

Life at very birth destroyed 

Which of these two is Clough’s inmost soul speaking? 
The gentle submission to the moral blank and void 
of the earher Arnold-dictated poem, or the outnght 
savagery of a desperate warrior, like CuchuUain “takmg 
arms agamst a sea of troubles”, and by opposmg bemg 
ended, swamped, drowned and finally pickled in brme 
by them, I do not beheve that there can be two answers 
to that question 

If, therefore, we are right m assummg that Clough 
resigned his Fellowship only superficially to escape Holy 
Orders, but actually — though perhaps only half-con- 
sciously — to escape the trammels of what he would him- 
self never have called Arnoldism, we at any rate need not 
be surpnsed at the nature of The Bothie So far from 
bemg a rehgious meditaaon, it is an almost rolhckmg 
account of a readmg-party m the Highlands with a very 
cheerful and human love-story runmng through it. We 
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need not delay ourselves too long with the hexameter- 
form in which It was wntten. Clough himself mdicated 
that he had been affected by Longfellow’s Euangeline^ 
and Matthew Arnold — who called the poem seno- 
comic — spoke of its admirable Homenc quahues and 
even suggested that “Dangerous Comevreckan... 
Where roads are unknown to Loch Nevish” had the 
true Homeric rmg. For my part I should have thought 
that if one thmg were certam it is that no sustamed poem 
can be written m Enghsh hexameters any more than a 
man with his feet hobbled can hope to beat a champion 
sprinter m a hundred yards race. Nor am I sure that 
Clough really thought that great poetry could be 
wntten m hexameters. The Bathe was not mtended to 
be great, and perhaps nor even to be poetry. It was 
rather an immense sigh of rehef, a schoolboy shout on 
escapmg from school mto the air He would confound 
all that damnable priggish expectation — which was his 
life’s bane — by writmg a rapid, good-humoured story, 
and to crown all he would wnte it m the roughest, 
memest form which should set them all guessmg For, 
if this were seriously intended as a poem and not as an 
explosion of high spints, how are we, as a matter of form, 
even to begm to explam hues such as . 

Phihp shall write us a book, a Treaase upon The Laws of 

Architectural Beauty in Application to Women , 

and stdl more unpronounceably 

Wherefore m Badenoch drear, in lofty Lochaber, Locheil, 
and 

Knoydart, Moydart, Morrer, Ardgower and Ardnamurchan. 
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It appears to me, at least, that Clough chose the metre as 
the most obviously outrageous that lay to his hand, and 
that he was humming cheerfully to himself as he wrote : 

Each for himself is soil the rule; 

We learn it when we go to school — 

The devil take the hindmost, O * 

And when the schoolboys grow to men, 

In life they learn it o^er agam — 

The devil take the hindmost, O ^ 

It must not, of course, be supposed that The Bothie does 
not occasionally strike off genuine poetic sparks m spite 
of the heavy handicap to which Clough with, as I think, 
dehberate mahce, subjected himself — as, for example. 

It was on Saturday eve, in the gorgeous bright October, 
Then when brackens are changed, and heather blooms are 
faded, 

And amid russet of heather and fern green trees are bonme, 
Alders are green, and oaks, the rowan scarlet and yellow. 
One great glory of broad gold pieces appears the aspen, 

And the jewels of gold that were hung in the hair of the 
birch-tree, 

Pendulous, here and there, her coronet, necklace and ear-rmgs, 
Cover her now, o*er and o’er, she is weary and scatters them 
from her 

But occasional poeuc beauty is not the mam busmess 
here. Clough is rejoicmg first m freedom, and second m 
his new-found ability to tell a straightforward story with 
vigour and mterest — a power which he was to exhibit 
agam m Amours de Voyage and m the unfinished Mari 
Magno. The real essence of the poem is the imphat and 
sometimes overt crmasm of existmg tradition. There is 
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some schoolboyish enunaation of the theory that a 
woman’s place is the home (odd on the hps of the brother 
of Newnham’s first Head) But the truer note breaks out 
m such an episode as the radical Hewson’s speech at the 
Highland sports dinner given by Sir Hector, the Chief- 
tam. After certam ambiguous tnbutes to the community 
between Enghsh and Scots, cemented by bows, bills and 
claymores, he deprecates the honour of replymg for the 
Oxford party thus: 

I have, however, less claim than others perhaps to this honour. 
For, let me say, I am neither game-keeper, nor game-preserver 

It is the voice of defiant and satiric cnucism which was 
to speak clearer and louder m Dipsychus and then after 
The Decalogue for ever to hold its peace. 

But how are we to reconcile the cheerful humours of 
the reading-party and the amiable love-affair of Phihp 
and Elspie with Matthew Arnold’s complamt that only 
too soon Clough’s “happy country tone” was ex- 
changed for a “stormy note”> We have seen mstances 
of that happy country note emitted while Clough was 
endunng the confinement of Oxford Now having 
shaken free with almost irrepressible spints he is givmg 
vent to “the stormy note”. Is not the mevitable in- 
ference that Matthew Arnold was bitterly lamenting not 
that Clough had lost his own way but that he had lost 
Arnold’s 5 Was he not secretly finding this extravagant 
fun as beneath the high seriousness of the Rugby tradi- 
tion, and viewmg Clough m consequence with a quite 
undeserved and mistaken compassion ^ Was it not rather 
the truth that Clough, if only for a htde while, had 
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escaped from the stormy note of his leaden prime to 
exult m the country tone of his early middle years ? And 
IS It not more than probable, if he had been as heartily 
encouraged by his fnends and his pcnod to be a humanist 
and a satinst as he was to be don and a mild worshipper 
of the estabhshed order, The Bothie would have been 
only the first step m the ulnmate enfranchise of a gemus 
almost as extravagantly full of the fun of hfe as G. K, 
Chesterton himself? 

For my part I beheve that the answer is “ yes Nor do 
I base this only on the evidence of The Bothie I observe 
that, leavmg Dtpsychus on one side, the three most con- 
siderable poems in the matter of scope that Clough 
attempted were all swift, direct, story-telhng, and m no 
way disturbed by introspection or self-accusation. It is 
true that Clough prefaces the first of these poems with 
two dmgy quotations — dingy, that is, m their attitude to 
the world — 

O you are sick of self-love, Malvolio, 

And taste with a distempered appetite^ 

and 

II doutait de tout, ineme de I’amour 

These quotations imght have prepared the reader for 
somethmg very different from a second spinted adven- 
ture in hexameters Claude — the mdecisive hero — ^who 
finds so httle to please him m Rome and later so much to 
please him in Georgma Trevellyn, is by no means a 
young Werther. He suffers neither from world-pam 
nor excessive self-depreciation. His trouble is a much 
simpler and much less precious one He simply cannot 
make up his mmd whether he wants his Georgma 
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enough to surrender the dehghts of freedom. He is no 
fool, this Claude. On the contrary, he is no htde of an 
observer and an iromc observer. He writes of Italy as 
he sees it; 

This, their choicest of prey, this Italy, here you see them, — 
Here, with emasculate pupils, and gimcrack churches of Gesu, 
Pseudo-learning and hes, confessional-boxes and postures, — 
Here, with metaihe behefs and regimental devodons, — 
Here, overcrustmg with shme, perverdng, defacing, debasmg, 
Michel Angelo’s Dome, that had hung the Pantheon m 
heaven, 

Raphael’s Joys and Graces, and thy clear stars, Galileo! 

And as his mconclusive love-affair moves on its languid 
way he compensates for his failure as a lover by an ever- 
mcreasing sharpness of satmc comment — comment that 
cumulatively is before Dtpsychus the most serious 
satmcal performance of the middle century 
Here, for example, is a most lummous attack on the 
father of Protestantism* 

Luther, they say, was unwise, hke a half-taught German, he 
could not 

See that old foUies were passing most tranquilly out of 
remembrance. 

He must forsooth make a fuss and distend his huge Witten- 
berg lungs, and 

Bring back Theology once yet agam in a flood upon Europe: 

which IS followed by this reflecuon on decent middle- 
class soaal chmbers. 

Ah, what a shame, indeed, to abuse these most worthy 
people ! 
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Ah, what a sm to have sneered at their innocent rustic 
pretensions ^ 

Is It not laudable really, this reverent worship of station 2 
Is It not fitting that wealth should tender thjs homage to 
culture? 

Is It not touching to witness these efforts, if httle availing, 
Painfully made, to perform the old ntual service of manners ? 

While here is as stout a comment on the fanaed glamour 
of war as the most impemtent pacifist of us aU could 
desire: 

Dulce It IS, and decorum, no doubt, for the country to 
faJl,^to 

Offer one's blood an oblation to Freedom, and die for the 
Cause, yet 

SdU, individual culture is also something, and no man 
Finds quite distinct the assurance that he of all others is 
called on 

Sweet It may be and decorous, perhaps, for the country to 
die, but 

On the whole, we conclude the Romans won t do it, and I 
sha'n t 

Or later after the batde between the French and the 
Romans for the possession of the Eternal City : 

Death may 

Somenmes be noble, but hfe, at the best, will appear an 
illusion. 

While the great pam is upon us, it is great, when it is over, 
Why, It IS over The smoke of the sacnfice rises to heaven, 
Of a sweet savour, no doubt, to Somebody, but on the altar, 
Lo, there is nothmg remaining but ashes and dirt and ill 
odour. 
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From which we proceed to a bitter valuation of the 
ongms of marriage thus : 

Juxtaposition, m fine , and what is juxtaposition ? 

Look you, we travel along in the railway carnage or steamer. 
And, pour passer le temps, till the tedious journey be ended. 
Lay aside paper or book, to talk with the girl that is next one , 
And, pour passer le temps, with the termmus all but in 
prospect, 

Talk of eternal ties and marriages made m heaven 

Ah, ye feininme souls, so loving and so exacting. 

Since we cannot escape, must we even submit to deceive you ? 
Since so cruel is truth, sincerity shocks and revolts you, 

Will you have us, your slaves to he to you, flatter — and 
leave you 

I beg you to ponder for a moment upon these extracts 
typical of the penetratmg, clear-headed, if shghdy 
petulant, attitude of the whole work I then ask you to 
remember that the book is not only an aenve and even 
exatmg account of a frustrated love-affair, but finds 
occasion to offer brilliant httle pictures of the siege of 
Rome, of Roman scenery, of pictures and contemporary 
Itahan hfe. Then I would have you wonder whither is 
fled Shairp’s “mmd distraught”, what has happened to 
“the intellectual perplexity which” W. G Ward felt 
“ preyed heavily on his spirits, and gnevously interfered 
with his studies”, how has Longfellow’s “bewildered 
look” changed to a glance so keenly sure, and, above all, 
what of the “sorely tasked pipe and tired throat”. 
Surely some conspiracy of bhndness — ^product no 
doubt of the age — darkened his friends, who sought with 
persistent, and, to me ridiculous, sympathy to find m one 
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who might and should have taken his place among the 
great English satinsts, a dreamer, a sensitive plant not 
fit for the daily commerce of wmd and ram, above all, 
an exquisite, shadowy Pierrot of a scholar-gipsy skulkmg 
m his long sleeves always m the dark outside the wmdow 
of the impossible beloved. 

It irked him, writes Matthew Arnold, 

It irk’d him to be here, he could not rest 
He loved each simple joy the country yields, 

He loved his mates, but yet he could not keep, 

For that a shadow lour’d on the fields. 

Here with the shepherds and the silly sheep 
Some life of men unblest 

He knew, which made him droop, and fill’d his head 
He went; his piping took a troubled sound 
Of storms that rage outside our happy ground. 

He could not wait their passing 

Always, you see, the same faint beauty, and always this 
insistence on the change from youthful jocundity to 
the “troubled sound You have had examples of the 
earher mood, and you have heard the later Which is 
troubled, and which speaks the true Clough, who of all 
men ever created should have prayed to be saved from 
his fnends ^ 

Yet even in their despite and m despite of the attitude 
they contmuously thrust upon him, his native gemus 
for satire made a last if not wholly successful bid to ex- 
press the true Clough m Dtpsychus Let us, before we 
examme the poem, remember that though it was the 
third of his first three long poems, it was written in 1850 
by a man of thirty-one — not very old to have arrived at 
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so acute a comprehension of the contraclicaons of life, 
and not very old, alas ! to have bidden farewell to the 
genius that was actually not to manifest itself again till 
the year of death which found him wnting the Chau- 
ccnan Mari Magno, 

The spint of Dipsychus — as I have called it, the mid- 
Victonan Faust — ^is admirably conveyed m The Latest 
Decalogue — a poem probably wntten not much later, m 
which IS one of the most convmcmg pieces of short 
satire m the language 

Thou shalt have one God only, who 
Would be at the expense of two ^ 

No graven images may be 
Worshipped, except the currency 
Swear not at all, for, for thy curse 
Thme enemy is none the worse* 

At church on Sunday to attend 
Will serve to keep the world thy friend 
Honour thy parents , that is, all 
From whom advancement may befall, 

Thou shalt not kill, but needst not stnve 
Officiously to keep ahve . 

Do not adultery commit, 

Advantage rarely comes of it 
Thou shalt not steal, an empty feat. 

When It’s so lucraave to cheat 
Bear not false witness , let the he 
Have time on its own wmgs to fly 
Thou shalt not covet, but tradition 
Approves all forms of competiaon, 

Dipsychus begms m the Piazza at Vemce with a conver- 
sation (sustained throughout the poem) between the 
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doubter and the Tempter. The scene ends with the 
Tempter observmg: 

And see that fellow singing yonder, 

Singing, ye gods, and dancing too — 

Tooraloo, tooraloo, tooraloo, loo — 

Fiddledi, diddledi, diddle di di , 

Figaro su, Figaro giu — 

Figaro qui, Figaro la ! 

How he likes doing it — Ha ha * 

To which Dipsychus rephes 

While these do what ? Ah, heaven ^ too true, at Venice 
Christ is not nsen either. 

Dipsychus later in the pubhc garden has his moment of 
doubt when he cries 

Why did I ever one bnef moment’s space 
But parley with this filthy Behalf 
Was It the fear 

Of being behmd the world, which is the wicked ^ 

Thence Dipsychus is lured mto Soaety. He speaks of it 
most Juvenal thus. 

At the best, 

With palhd hotbed courtesies to forestall 
The green and vernal spontaneity, 

And waste the priceless moments of the man 
In regulatmg manner 

But the Tempter rounds off the scene cheerfully with 

*Tis sad to what democracy is leadmg — 

Give me your Eighteenth Century for high breedmg. 
Though I can put up gladly with the present, 

And quite can think our modem parties pleasant. 
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4<S 

One shouldn’t analyse the thing too nearly 
The main effect is admirable clearly. 

“Good manners”, said our great aunts, “next to piety”: 
And so, my friend, hurrah for good society^ 

This IS followed by a scene m which Dipsychus refuses to 
fight a duel with a Croat officer who has insulted him, 
on the ground that so small a thing is not Worth the 
peril of hfe, and is thus mocked by his Spirit* 

Post haste, to attend — you’re ripe and rank for’t — 

The great peace-meetmg up at Frankfort 

(A httle “Hudibras” this, wouldn’t you say 

Joy to the Croat * Take our hves. 

Sweet friends and please respect our wives, 

Joy to the Croat ^ Some fine day, 

He’U see the error of his way, 

No doubt, and will repent and pray. 

At any rate he’ll open his eyes, 

If not before, at the Last Assize 

Then an excursion to the Lido on which m exchange for 
an outburst from Dipsychus which contams among other 
savage lines these 

Ye men of valour and of worth, 

Ye mighty men of arms come forth, 

And work your will, for that is just, 

And in your impulse put your trust, 

Beneath your feet the fools are dust 
Alas, alas ^ O grief and wrong, 

The good are weak, the wicked strong, 

And O my God, how long, how long ’ 

Ding, there is no God, dong- 
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the Tempter chants: 

“There is no God,” the wicked saith, 

“And truly its a blessing, 

For what He might have done with us 
It’s better only guessing ” 

ending with 

But country folks who hve beneath 
The shadow of the steeple, 

The parson and the parson’s wife, 

And mostly married people, 

Youths green and happy m first love. 

So thankful for illusion, 

And men caught out in what the world 
Calls guilt, in first confusion, 

And almost everyone when age, 

Disease, or sorrows strike him, 

Inchnes to think there is a God, 

Or something very hke Him. 

From this we have one of the two ravishing songs of the 
book, which show how gallant and how jocund an ear is 
the possession of this distraught shadow 

Afloat, we move Dchcious ' Ah, 

What else is like the gondola ? 

This level floor of hquid glass 
Begins beneath us swift to pass 
It goes as though it went alone 
By some impulsion of its own 
(How hghtly it moves, how sofdy * Ah, 

Were all things hke the gondola’) 
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And the second follows almost immediately beginning 
with: 

As I sat at the caf^, I said to myself. 

They may talk as they please about what they call pelf, 
They may sneer as they hke about eating and dnnkmg. 
But help It I cannot, I cannot help thinking, 

How pleasant it is to have money, heigh ho ! 

How pleasant it is to have money. 

After this Dipsychus discusses his future career with the 
fiend who cries: 

If not the Church, w^hy then the Law. 

By Jove, we*ll teach you how to draw ' 

Besides, the best of the concern is 
I’m hand and glove with the attorneys 
With them and me to help, don’t doubt 
But m due season you’U come out, 

Leave Kelly, Cockbum, in the lurch, 

But yet, do think about the Church 

To which succeeds the undiluted Faust monf m the 
examination of his soul by Dipsychus, ending rather m 
the accent of the melancholy Dane; 

Oh, how would then 
These pmful rebelhons of the flesh. 

These caterwauhngs of the effeminate heart, 

These hurts of self-imagined digmty, 

Pass hke the seaweed from about the bows 
Of a great vessel speeding straight to sea * 

Yes, if we could have that, but I suppose 
We shall not have it, and therefore I submit! 
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To which the Tempter rephes: 

Submit, submit ^ 

For tell me then, in earth’s great laws 
Have you found any savmg clause, 

Exemption special granted you 
From doing what the rest must do > 

Of common sense who made you quit, 

And told you, you’d no need of it, 

Nor to submit 

The struggle between the Soul and Satan contmues with 
a Gustav Doi6 chorus of angels mtervemng, endmg with 
the submission of Dipsychus thus 

So your poor bargain take, my man, 

And make the best of it you can. 

To which Satan rephes 

With reservations ^ Oh, how treasonable ^ 

When I had let you off so reasonable. 

And with a final spurt of bitter humour the devil, m bemg 
challenged to reveal his identity, says he cares httle 
whether he be called Mephistophiles, Behai, or what not, 
but suggests as a convement title either Cosmocrator, or 
Cosmarchon, addmg* 

Cosmarchon’s shorter, but sounds odd 
One wouldn’t hke, even if a true devil, 

To be taken for a vulgar Jew devil 
We need not devote too much attention to the Poems 
of Love and Duty and rehgious poems. For here we have, 
as I suggest, the Clough malgre /«/, the honest doubter 
of In Memonam, because honest doubt is the role assigned 
to him by his melancholy-lovmg assoaates. Nor need 
we explore Mart Magno, the happy return to his true 
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medium of story-telling m verse, which, though excellent 
and nauve stuff, shows but httle advance on The Bothie 
and the Amours de Voyage Its mterest is only to demon- 
strate the tragic fact that m spite of everything Clough, 
as he really was, remained alive and capable of self- 
expression to the end. 

But if we consider The Bothte, Amours de Voyage and 
Dtpsychus dispassionately it seems to me that we have 
overwhelming proof that m Clough a great natural 
satirist and story-teller was smothered not by his own 
doubts but by the doubts thrust upon him by his friends 
Bom m a happier time, a less superficially introspective 
time, he would, I believe, have found a place beside 
Dryden and Byron as one of the greatest of the Enghsh 
m the sannc mode All the circumstances of his life and 
time combmed to defeat this — Dr Arnold, the false 
expectations of his friends, the hatred of his age for clear 
Attic laughter, and above all its immense appente for 
morbid self-analysis He was m truth Dipsychus, but the 
Tempter against whom he was strugghng, and to whom 
m the end he submitted, was not the spirit of Evil, but 
the spirit of Prussian jack-booted Good Agam and agam 
his vahant spirit made desperately gay sorties outside the 
walls of the besieged city But m vam For there were 
traitors within the gate, who lifted their eyebrows at his 
gallant adventures mto the open Till m the end he 
reconciled himself to the starvation diet of the invested 
aty of his soul, and hved the hfe of the professional 
martyr assigned to him by the temper of the times But 
for all that he had flung down his glove more than once, 
and Tune, as Lowell prophesied, is picking it up for him. 



THE EARLY NOVELS OF 
WILKIE COLLINS 


By Walter de la Mare 

Like other human beings, a novehst is sole tenant of his 
House of Life. Its rooms may be few or many, its cellar 
dank or sweet, its acreage wide, its views ample or re- 
stricted, Its gables and attics high up among the four 
wmds of heaven, or not so, but wwhke most men, he 
shares that house with a concourse of strangers — his 
readers Agam and agam, as his several novels are pub- 
hshed, he “shows them over”, though m so domg he 
need nowhere appear m his own person, as does poet, 
essayist, critic or philosopher Instead, he masquerades m 
many disgmses — his characters , each one of whom, none 
the less, whatever its origm, cannot but be, in some 
respects, compounded of his own rmnd, experience and 
personality This, if self-expression is a benefit to human 
nature, may be of substanaal advantage to him, smce 
few of us are so simple as to possess only one “I” Apart 
from mask and dommo, however, he may also de- 
hberately rearrange some of the furmture of his house, 
set aside one or two rooms mainly for show, and keep 
shut up and locked the more pnvate and, possibly, even 
the most mterestmg. 

This bemg so, even a few pages of autobiography, 
a few letters, or the brief and quiet remimscences of a 
fnend, may richly aid our understandmg of lum, and 
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without danger of intrusion. Indeed, of the foremost 
Victonan novehsts — ^Dickens, Thackeray, Trollope, 
George Ehot, Lytton, Charles Reade — we have abundant 
(and perhaps even a superfluity of) direct knowledge. 
Wilkie Collins is an exception. He remains a httle remote 
from them aU — a somewhat emgmatical figure As yet 
he has not even been accorded a niche m the ^‘Enghsh 
Men of Letters” senes 

Yet of the conspicuous novels pubhshed m the three 
years, 1859H51 — and an abundant and enviable harvest it 
was — The Virginians, A Tale of Two Cities, Adam Bede, 
The Mill on the Floss, Evan Harrington, Framley Parsonage, 
Orley Farm, The Cloister and the Hearth, Great Expecta- 
tions, Silas Marner and The Woman in White, the title of 
the last-menaoned is so famihar that one is apt not to 
nonce its meaning (1 e. that she was not in Black), and 
No Name, of 1862, is m some respects a better novel It 
has a more supple plot and is less melodramanc. 

Fictton has always been looked down upon by the 
supenor as the Cmderella of hterature Even as recently 
as 1894, with Wilkie Collins himself for text, Swinburne 
could rail at the neglect and behttlement of the novelists 
of his nme Kmgs and democracies, he fulminated, had 
always been notorious for base mgratitude — the serpent’s 
tooth But ‘‘readers and spectators”, from Shakespeare’s 
day even to his own, had been no less culpable. 

A man, (he contmued) who has amused our leisure, 
reheved our weariness, dehghted our fancy, enthralled our 
attenaon, and refreshed our sympathies, cannot claim a place 
of equal honour m our grateful estimation with the dullest or 
the most perverse of historians who ever falsified or stupefied 
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history, or metaphysicians who ever “ darkened counsel’’ and 
wasted time and weaned attention by the profitless lucubra- 
tions of pseudosophy To create is nothmg to comment is 
much. The commentary may be utterly hollow and rotten, 
the creation thoroughly sohd and ahve, the one is nothing 
less than cnacism, the other nothing more than fiction “ Une 
ane qui ressemble ^ monsieur Nisard” take<5 precedence, in 
the judgment of his kind, of the men on whose works, in- 
venave or creative, it is the business of a Nisard to pass 
judgment and to bray 

The pungency of this attack has evaporated. The 
pedantic ass still brays, perhaps, but he munches up the 
plenaful thistles of fiction with the rest, and nowadays 
wms perhaps even less of a hearing than he deserves 

Swinburne’s essay, however, is concerned with Colhns 
as a wnter, not with Collins as a man He was bom m 
New Cavendish Street m the summer of 1824 There was 
authorship in his ancestry, his grandfather, a picture 
dealer, havmg endeavoured to prove himself a poet, but 
there was more pamt, and this on both sides of his family. 
At fourteen he left his private school and travelled ^vith 
his father in Italy There he remained for two years, and 
on his return home was arucled to a firm of tea-merchants. 
He began to wnte — ^possibly m his teens, certainly m his 
early twenties- Antomna bemg the first and the least 
charactensac of about thirty books m all, only three of 
which are not ficuon It is an histoncal romance of the 
Bulwer Lytton pattern — full of violence, both of events 
and style, and culmmatmg m the sack of Rome by the 
Goths. Its characters have that effect of an ornate un- 
reahty which seems to be so difficult to avoid when 
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human beings — doubtless much ‘‘like you and me’' — 
are contemplated through a veil of many centuries. 

“Slay on^ Slay answered the raving voice [of the 
insane Ulpius] from within “Slay, till not a Christian is 
left’ Victory’ Serapis’ See, they drop from our walls’ — 
they writhe bleeding on the earth beneath us’ There is no 
worship but the worship of the gods’ Slay’ Slay on’“ .. 

“Light’” cried the priest “His damnation be on his own 
head’ Anathema’ Maranatha’ Let him die accursed ’ ” 

A touch here and there in this almost unreadable 
romance may hmt at the author of The Woman in White, 
but only a cntical seer could have foretold the later novels 
after readmg Antonina 

Its happiest feature is that while it was still in manu- 
scnpt it gave his proud father so much pleasure that 
Wilkie was thereupon released from Tea His name was 
entered at Lmcoln’s Inn, and he was called to the Bar m 
1851 StiU more fortunately, Antonina was succeeded by 
nothmg of its precise genre Meanwhile Colhns had 
begun to pamt, and m 1849 he exhibited a landscape in 
the Academy 

His father had died two years before, and in 1848 his 
son pubhshed Memoirs of the Life of William Collins This 
is a remarkable book not only for the reason that it was 
written when he was only in his twenty-fourth year, but 
for Its endearmg loyalty and affection, its modesty, m~ 
sight, judgment, dignity, and quiet and sedate style. 
There is no observable trace of fihal flattery (or of fihal 
prejudice), and all is straightforward. “No man ever 
lived”, Wilkie CoUins said of his father, “who less 
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affected mystery m his Art’’; he was never ambitious to 
be the “Colossus of a chque”. Like father, like son. 
Even m the earhest pages of the Memoirs, the crafts- 
manship of the future novehst defimtely shows itself: 

Had Hastings m i8i6, been what Hastings is in 1848, the 
fashionable loiterers who now throng that once unassuming 
htde “watering-place”, would have felt no small astomsh- 
ment when they set their listless feet on the beach, yawned at 
the hbrary window, or cantered drowsily along the sea-ward 
rides, m beholding, at all hours from earhest morning to 
latest evemng, and in all places, from the deck of the fishing 
boat, to the base of the chff, the same sohtary figure, laden, 
day after day, with the same sketching materials, and drawing 
object after object, through all difficulties and disappomt- 
ments, with the same deep abstraction and the same unweaned 
industry. 

The “solitary figure” is that of Wilham Collins m 
distant retrospect, but the passage might well be the 
opening of one of his son’s novels 
That father’s earher years had been a struggle agamst 
poverty. When he was a boy, his mother was left so poor 
after her husband’s death — all his possessions havmg been 
sold up to pay his creditors — that they sat down to 
dinner together with an old packmg-case for a table. 
Thmgs soon bettered, however, and m a few years his 
career was assured He devoted himself to his art; and 
even on his deathbed, m 1847, made a water-colour 
sketch of some objects at the foot of it which had re- 
imnded his fadi n g eyes of an old derehet ferry-boat 
moored at an abandoned quay In 1 8 1 1 , when he was only 
twenty-three, commissions were coming m, and he could 
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venture to address to the Secretary of the Royal Academy 
a protest at the ^‘degradmg situation” m which one of his 
pictures had been hung m the exhibition at Somerset 
House — the fireplace. There, not only its beautiful gilt 
but even its canvas was m danger from the hoofs of the 
devotee. Might he protect it with a wooden framework? 
The reply, dated May Day, was hardly less mild than 
the remonstrance 

I cannot help expressing some surprise that you should 
consider the situation of your picture degrading, knowing as 
I do, that the Committee of Arrangement thought it com- 
phmentary, and that, low as it is, many members of the 
Academy would have been content to have it. 

Three years after this protest he was elected an 
Assoaate, within six he was a full RA No fewer 
than one hundred and twenty-five of his canvases were 
welcomed to the august walls, and the majority of them 
to the “hne” “As Happy as a Kmg” was one of the 
most popular , its title shows his general choice of sub- 
ject, and to judge from the only example ofhis pictures I 
have seen, their naturalness and simphcity are soil as firesh 
and pleasmg to the mind as are their colours to the eye. 

Unfortunately Wilham Collins hated letter-wnting, 
though he took great pains with it Apart from vivid 
glimpses of George Morland, Wilkie and Scott, re- 
ferences to famous contemporaries m the Memoirs are 
therefore tantahsmg m their brevity. “Dmed with 
Raeburn”, “Wordsworth read to me”, “Your hmts 
about Colendge I did not fail attendmg to ” Read what ? 
What hints? Alas, though this last-mentioned “pro- 
found and philosophic poet” would sit by his friend’s 
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easel pouring forth ‘‘mystic speculations into his attentive 
ear”, not one of them is recorded. None the less, htera- 
ture was in the family, one of its treasured traditions 
bemg that on the father’s side it was of the same stock as 
that of the author of the Ode to Evening For this rather 
nebulous reason Wilham Colhns was wedded free of 
charge — and by a Scottish minister. 

The Memoirs are seldom merely anecdotal; they are the 
quiet and veraaous record of the hfe of a man who 
manifestly deserved every ounce of lovmg admiration 
his son accorded him — of a father whose compamonship 
must have been a priceless blessmg to such a son Full, 
however, though they are of hfe, humamty, scene, com- 
ment and cnticism, there are few clear impressions of 
their young author. All that we see of him is a famt 
reflection m the lookmg-glass behmd the pious, ardent 
and lovable image of his father; sharmg with him a 
gondola m the very middle of the Grand Canal on market 
day, while he placidly pamts on — Beppo, their gondoher 
on such occasions, havmg once been in service as cook to 
Lord Byron — or visitmg with him the masterpieces m the 
picture galleries. Of himself there is, directly, litde. 

Rambles Beyond Radivays, pubhshed m 1851, is a mild 
and, as its title suggests, rambhng account of a walkmg- 
tour m Cornwall, and here there are more personal 
ghmpses To explain the fact, for example, that durmg 
his exploration of the copper-mme at Botallack, in 
mmer’s overalls four sizes too large for him, his gigantic 
guide gently hfted him by the slack of his trousers over 
a yawnmg gulf, he confesses that he was only 5 ft 6 m 
in height, and very near-sighted. There is also a litho- 
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graph by the artist-fnend who accompanied him on his 
travels which depicts a personage (evidently intended to 
represent the author) m a very tall hat, and standmg m 
imminent jeopardy beneath the monohths of the Cheese 
Wring. But it bears no discermble resemblance to 
Millais’ famihar spectacled portrait the bulging studious 
forehead, the rounded chm sunk between the pomts of 
the wide collar, the elbows restmg on the arms of the 
chair, the nnged fingers of the left hand preasely dis- 
posed on those of the right. 

Wilkie Collins had chosen Cornwall for his rambles 
“because with Kamschatka it was then the most un- 
trodden ground” that he could select, and his gossip 
about places and people, the pohtics, customs and m- 
dustnes of the county is lively and observant, couched 
with humour and usually jocular m tone Here and there 
he becomes serious. At the Holy Well of St Clare with 
Its rumous oratory he laments the abandonment of the 
pious usage of a past age — the ceremomes of an English 
Church 

whose innocent and reverent custom it was to connect closer 
together the beauty of nature and the beauty of rehgion, by 
such means as the consecration of a spring, or the erecnon of 
a roadside cross There has been something of sacrifice as well 
as of glory, m the effort by which we, in our time, have freed 
ourselves from what was superstitious and ignorant in the 
faith of the times of old — it has cost us the loss of much of the 
better part of that faith, which was not supersntious, and of 
more winch was not ignorance . . 

The eye of the pamter is everywhere active, and 
occasionally, as m the Memoirs, a passage occurs which is 
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not only characteristic of his fiction, but also of the 
rhythms and cadences of his prose. Here, for example, 
m the dim hght of three tallow dips, he is sitting deep m 
the copper-mme, a hundred and twenty feet below sea 
. level and four hundred yards from the shore, with but 
three feet of richly metalled rock between him and the 
Atlantic; and he hstens: 

After hstemng for a few moments, a distant, unearthly 
noise becomes famtly audible — a long, low, mysterious 
moamng, that never changes, that is felt on the air as well as 
heard by it — a sound that might proceed from some incal- 
culable distance — from some far invisible height — a sound 
unhke anything that is heard on the upper ground, in the free 
air of heaven — a sound so subhmely mournful and still, so 
ghosdy and impressive when hstened to in the subterranean 
recesses of the earth, that we continue instinctively to hold 
our peace, as if enchanted by it, and think not of commum- 
cating to each other the strange awe and astomshment which 
It has inspired in us both from the very first 

Cornwall, not then flattered as “the Enghsh Riviera” 
but no less lovely for that, still wild and desolate; its 
people, as he found them, courteous and hospitable, 
though strangers or “foreigners” were still “rare and 
mysterious cunosities” — Cornwall with its narrow gulfs 
of emerald greenery, its solemn chffs begemmed with 
wild flowers, and its glass-clear snow-foamed sea, more 
than once reappears m the novels , but not then as mere 
scenery It fed his imagmation, as its hemlock and bugloss 
and sea-poppy are nourished by its sands. 

In 1850, when Antonina was pubhshed, Wilkie Collins 
met Dickens, then m his fortieth year and already famous 
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as the author of eight of his prmapal novels. Colhns was 
then only twenty-six, but they soon became, as they 
remained to the end, the closest of ficiends, a friendship of 
“inestimable value” to Colhns, though perhaps the 
hterary influences involved m it were not wholly ad- 
vantageous on either side Both were ardent amateur 
actors Collins took the part of a valet m Lytton’s Not So 
Bad as We Seem, and with Dickens, Teimiel, Mark Lemon 
and Augustus Egg appeared m a farce entitled Mr Nightin- 
gale's Diary, He became a constant contributor to House- 
hold Words, and later to All the Year Round His short 
story, A Terribly Strange Bed, a twin to which will be 
found m one of Conrad’s collections of stones, appeared 
in 1852 And not only was The Dead Secret of 1857 pub- 
lished senally in Household Words, but while stfll in his 
twenties he collaborated with Dickens m some of his 
Christmas numbers 

Of the letters that passed between them we have only 
Dickens’s, smee, hornfied by some recent use which had 
been made of pnvate correspondence, early m 1855 
Dickens made a bonfire in his meadow at Gad’s Hill, and 
burned, it is said, every letter he possessed Excellent, 
then, though Dickens’s share of the correspondence is for 
Its own sake, we gam from it only obhque ghmpses of 
Its recipient — effervescing pages of unstmted praise for 
the work of his young rival “an excellent story, 
charnungly written, and showmg everywhere an amount 
of pams and study m respect of the art of doing such 
things that I see mighty seldom” , and a fleetmg picture 
of the great man weepmg m a railway carnage “ as much 
as the author could possibly desire” over his young 
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fncnd*s The Diary of Anne Redway — a tale no less re- 
markable for Its sustamed pathos than as a revelation of 
how the author of The Moonstone could (m rehearsal, as 
It were) woefully fumble a cnmmal clue. In yet another 
letter Dickens suggests no fewer than twenty-seven 
tides, including Below the Surface, Secret Springs and The 
Turning Point, for the novel which Collins himself after- 
wards called — and even more mvitingly — No Name, 
There are confessions that, as Editor, Dickens has been 
pruning and preening Mrs Gaskell’s proofs, and at the 
same time defymg her to deny that they are the better for 
It, and that if he were called mto the wimess box m a 
case concerning one of Charles Reade’s novels — the m- 
dictment bemg that, hke the first “state” oi Basil, owing 
as CoUins said to “prurient misrepresentations”, it had 
shocked Mrs Grundy — he would have felt durmg cross- 
examinauon so msecure in his senaments that he would 
have been compelled to resort to his wits Even as early 
as 1852 he commiserates Wilkie Collins on his lU-health, 
and with such a nt-for-tat as an almost lyrical outburst 
concemmg the state of “an old afihcted kidney” of his 
own — “once the torment of my childhood”. 

Most mterestmg are fragments of discussion on the 
aims, difficulties and sorrows of authorship . 

These are the ways of Providence, of which ways aK art is 
but a htde imitation; 
and 

Will you ratde your head and see if there is not a pebble in 
it which we could wander away and play at marbles with ? 

My blankness is inconceivable — ^indescnbablc — my misery 
amazing. 
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And last, m a letter wntten from the Lord Warden 
Hotel, Dover, there is an invitation to yet another poolmg 
of inkpots for yet another Christmas story 

Sir (as Dr Johnson would have said), if it be not irrational 
in a man to count his feathered bipeds before they are 
hatched, we will conjointly astomsh them next year. Boswell: 
Sir, I hardly understand you Johnson Sir, you never under- 
stand anything Boswell (in a sprighdy manner) Perhaps, 
sir, I am all the better for it Johnson (savagely) Sir, I do not 
know but that you are There is Lord Carhsle (smilmg) , he 
never understands anything and yet the dog’s well enough 
Then, sir, there is Forster , he understands many thmgs, and 
yet the fellow is fretful Again, sir, there is Dickens, with a 
facile way with him — like Davy, sir, hke Davy — yet I am 
told that the man is lying at a hedge ale-house by the sea- 
shore in Kent, as long as they will trust him Boswell But 
there are no hedges by the sea in Kent, sir Johnson And why 

not, sii> Boswell (at a loss) I don’t know, sir, unless 

Johnson (thundering) Let us have no unlesses, sir If your 
father had never said “unless”, he would never have be- 
gotten you, sir Boswell (yielding) Sir, that is very true 

The method of the two friends when thus collaboratmg 
was to divide the story between them, each of them after- 
wards freely revismg the other*s share Should the perfect 
result of such a metliod, like a fine Persian rug, be 
harmomously all of a piece ^ If so, then their partnership 
was not a complete success When m No Thoroughfare 
we read 

There is one among the many forms of despair — perhaps 
the most pitiable of all — winch persists in disguismg itself as 
Hope . 



The Early Novels of Wilkie Collins 63 

and m No Name: 

“I have lived long enough m this world to know that the 
Sense of Propriety, in nine Enghsh women out of ten, makes 
no allowances and feels no pity ” 

the tone is true Colhns The complete openmg chapter of 
No Thoroughfare indeed appears to be of a single author- 
ship. Then, surely, the prospect changes — ^not necessarily 
for better or worse it changes The one writer, a sedu- 
lous and gifted craftsman, works with the pams and 
sobriety of a Dutch painter, every detad clear and precise. 
The other, a man of gemus — though we know with what 
care Dickens also contrived, created and conducted his 
stones — usually seems to be following his nose, and ex- 
qmsinvely sensitive that umque organ was He is an 
impressiomst Literary detecave work based on internal 
evidence, however, and even in respect of problems less 
pregnant than the Plays, is perdous Whiclj of the 
novelists, for example, was responsible — ^not for 

I was no fitter company for her than I was for the angels , 
I well knew that she lay as high above my reach as the sky 
over my head I suffered agony-agony I suffered hard, 
and I suffered long [Indeed my sufferings were] just as great 
as if I had been a gentleman 

but for 

They had had a late dinner, and were alone in an inn room 
there, overhanging the Rhme at that place rapid and deep, 
swollen and loud Vendale lounged upon a couch, and 
Obenreizer walked to and fro now, stopping at the window, 
looking at the crooked reflecuons of the town hghts in the 
dark water (and peradventure thinking, ‘Tf I could fling him 
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into It!”), now, resuming his walk with his eyes upon the 
floor. 

“Where shall I rob him, if I can ? Where shall I murder 
him, if I must ? ” So, as he paced the room, ran the river, ran 
the river, ran the river 

Here one might swear to the “atmosphere”, but what 
of that last httle metncal nil of rhetoric ^ So agam with 
The Penis of Certain English Prisoners, with its Charker, 
whose remarks are roughly three 

That^s silver, that is And silver a’nt gold Is it, GiU ? 

I am right, and right a’nt left Is it, GiU ^ 
and 

Tve got my death And Death a’nt Life Is it GiU ? 

This IS a tale whose little details radiate m many 
directions — not only forwards and m the direction of 
Treasure Island, Lost Endeavour, King Solomon s Mines and 
Nostromo, but also of Enoch Arden and Mr Kiplmg — with 
its astute, waggish, treacherous South Amencan native. 
Its pompous Governor, whose only wear, apart from his 
gold lace coat, is red tape, and whose one object in life is 
to write reports, and its httle bedizened monkey-like 
Portuguese “gentleman buccamer” with his guitar Its 
Mrs Pordage, too, is at least distantly related to Mrs 
Wragge m No Name, a lady who m turn is not only (with 
a change of wardrobe) vaguely related to the Countess 
Fosco, but, by a celestial metamorphosis, became the 
White Queen m Alice Through the Looking-Glass As for 
“the pretty children” 

That seventh starhght mght, as I have said, we made our 
camp, and got our supper, and set our watch, and the children 
fell asleep It was solemn and beautiful in those wild and 
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solitary parts, to see them, every mght before they lay down, 
kneelmg under the bnght sky, saymg their httle prayers at 
women’s laps. At that ame we men all uncovered, and mosdy 
kept at a distance. When the innocent creatures rose up, we 
murmured “Amen’” all together For, though we had not 
heard what they said, we knew it must be good for us . . 

To Dickens, surely, must be attnbuted thetr paternity, 
for, while all such httle innocents (“women’s laps”, 
“must be” and all) are pubhc dangers m pnvate author- 
ship, Colhns’s children — his Louisa, Ameha and Robert, 
for example, m The Dead Secret, of 1857 — a bareLe Secret 
m the French translation — who at the early age of eight 
have tasted both rod and birch — are free from any tmge 
of senumentahty and are wholesome flesh and blood; 
while Zo m particular, m Heart and Science, a greedy, 
tender-hearted, happy-go-lucky htde dunce, is not only 
the savmg grace of a poor book, but enraptured Swm- 
bume A httle unexpectedly, perhaps, m view of his 
roundels on mfancy and the milk-and-roses sequence of 
poems he mdited to a small friend on hohday 

In spite of Colhns’s long and close friendship with 
Dickens, the references to him m Forster’s Life are few 
and mggardly One of them describes a trip to Cumber- 
land which die two friends made m 1857 m search of 
“local colour” for The Lazy Tour of Two Idle Appren- 
tices. It included the ascent of Carrick Fell. In the midst 
of it a dense fog descended on the explorers. They lost 
their way on the mountam slopes, and after hours of 
nocturnal gropmg, WiUae fell mto a rocky nvulet and 
spramed his ankle It was at Doncaster soon after this 
excursion that Dickens bought a race-card, whereupon 
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(without betting) he scnbbled down at haphazard the 
names of what proved to be the three winners of the 
three chief races. It was thus he always squandered his 
gifts. But even his hospitable soul failed to welcome the 
racmg nff-ralF 

There is also a hvely account of the weddmg of 
Dickens’s younger daughter, Kate, to Collins’s younger 
brother, Charles Alston This was a charmingly festive 
affair, embelhshed with floral arches, and punctuated by 
the village blacksmith who, in firing off a feu de joie with 
two midget cannon, aU but deprived the bride of her 
father To the bridegroom, a wnter and an artist of 
unusual gifts, Forster pays a true and generous tnbute. 

No man disappointed so many reasonable hopes with so 
htde fault or failure of his own .His difficulty always was 
to please himself An infenor mind would have been more 
successful m both the arts he followed 

This emphasises, however, his neglect of Wilkie Collms, 
who dismissed the famous biography as “The Life of 
John Forster, with Occasional Anecdotes of Charles 
Dickens”, liis own copy of it, it is said, bemg httered 
with mdignant annotaaons and corrections Fmally, 

I don’t come to see you because I don’t want to bother you 
Perhaps you may be glad to see me by-and-bye Who knows > 
Affectionately always, Charles Dickens 

It was Dickens’s last letter to his old fnend. And, 
“who knows s” 

The only other book of CoUins’s that is not fiction is 
a collection of occasional papers enaded My Miscellanies 
of 1863. Apart from conase accounts of three notonous 
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criminal cases m France of the eighteenth century, these 
are m the mam satincal, iromcal or jocular m tone. 

One of the last vanety concerns a monthly nurse, a 
Mrs BuUwinkle, fictitious name for an actual personage, 
and mcknamed the Cormorant In the four weeks of her 
mmistry she devoured, we are told, two hundred and forty- 
six meals, mclusive of “ snacks’\ She is worthy of men- 
uon as an example of the difficulnes encountered even by 
the most realisuc of novelists m keepmg pace with hfe. 

A similar paper specifies a hst of enquiries sent to the 
editor of a popular magazme of the Tifues from a British 
public greedy, then as now, for free — and easy — informa- 
tion A copious supply of this mdeed was the sole 
primary mtennon of Alfred Harmsworth’s first inde- 
pendent venture mto journalism — his weekly Answers to 
Correspondents CoUms’s hst mcludes entreaties for recipes 
for the makmg of ginger-bread, crumpets and black 
varmsh; remedies for warts, nervousness and knock- 
knees, for guidance on the pronunciaaon of picturesque, 
on the meanmg of Esquire and of I H S , and on the 
weight of a new-born infant, whether, too, a modest 
Widow should discourage “attennons” from a married 
man, whether Mazeppa was written by Lord Byron, and 
Robinson Crusoe by Defoe, whether a history of Greece 
is an anaent history, and whether the name of David’s 
mother is mentioned m the Holy Scriptures How many 
such appeals were mspired by the editonal ofEce-boy he 
does not compute As for the answers “All months are 
lucky to marry m, when your umon is hallowed by 
love” — seems to be a fairly comprehensive one. 

The most substantial of the essays are an appeal for 
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more original fiction and a dirge — one now of many 
stanzas ^ — on the dismal state of the Enghsh theatre. This, 
he said, was due in part to imported French plays and to 
burlesques, appetismg enough for “ the fast young farmer 
from the country or for a convivial lawyer’s clerk” and 
“gloated on by a mghtly audience whose ignorant m- 
sensibihty nothing can shock”; and'm part to the fact 
that whereas m France the best plays of his day were the 
work of the good novehsts — “they are clever, they have 
mvennon, they can write” — Balzac, Hugo, Souhe, 
Dumas; m England the novehst had no practical incen- 
tive to work for the stage, since he could expect from it by 
comparison with fiction no adequate reward ^ As for the 

* And Collins's views on this question are by no means the less m- 
tcresting because (whatever their merits) he himself successfully adapted 
some of his own novels for the theatre In Mr and Mrs Bancroft’s On and 
Off the Stage many references are made to the production of his plays Of 
Man and Wife, “magnificently acted”, m 1873, 136 performances were 
given As a preliminary he had read the play to the assembled company 
“This he Old with great effect and nervous force, givmg all concerned 
a clear msight mto his view of the characters, and, mdeed, actmg the old 
Scotch waiter with rare abihty, to roars of laughter ” 

In 1874 CoUms m turn pays a tribute to Mrs Bancroft’s Lady Teazle 
“I don’t know when I have seen anythmg so fine as her play mg of the 
great scene with Joseph , the truth and beauty of it, the marvellous play 
of expression m her face, the quiet and beautiful dignity of her repentance, 
are beyond all praise 

The New Magdalen, at the Olympic, was also “a great success”, though 
a production of The Moonstone, in which it was proposed that Mr and 
Mrs Kendal should act for the first time with the Bancrofts, was finally 
decided against for the reason that it was too melodramaac m its treat- 
ment for the Prmce of Wales’s Theatre 
That Wilkie Collms warmly welcomed and gladly took advantage of 
suggesuons from the producers of his plays is attested also by Sir Arthur 
Pmero m a letter from which he has very graciously penmttcd me to 
quote He too speaks of Collms’s unfaihng kmdness towards those who 
can best realise the blcssmg ic can confer 
“I was then an actor m the ‘stock’ company of the Alexandra Theatre, 
Liverpool, and Collms came to Liverpool to produce at that theatre m 
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actors : “ Show me a school of dramatists”, he adds, “and 
I Will show you a school of actors soon afterwards”. 

Yet another essay in the Miscellanies is a plea on behalf 
of Everyman, cowed at times as he must be by the tyranny 

a tentative way his dramatic version of ‘ Armadale * entitled * Miss Gwilt * 
I was cast for the small but important part of Mr Darch, an elderly 
sohcitor, and m the course of the rehearsals Collms was extremely kmd to 
me, I remember his appearances at rehearsal very clearly He used to 
sit, his manuscript before him, at a small table near the foothghts, and 
there he made such additions and alterations as Miss Ada Cavenmsh [who 
was financmg the production] deemed necessary He did this with the 
utmost readmess and amiabdity, influenced perhaps by her habit of callmg 
him ‘Wilkie*, a familiar mode of address which, I recollect, surprised and 
shocked me not a little 

“My next meetmg with Collms was in connection with an ill-fated 
drama of his which was done at the Addphi Theatre I forger the name 
of It At the first performance, I found myself standmg beside the 
author at the back of the dress-circle We exchanged greetmgs, and I 
noticed that, expectmg a call at the fall of the curtam, he wore a large 
camelha m his button-hole Everything went wrong The audience, 
amused by some awkwardly phrased expressions, tittered, then, as the 
play advanced, broke mto unrestrained laughter, and finally, enraged by 
an mdignant protest from one of the actors, hooted the thing unmerci- 
fully I never saw him again 

“His goodness to me, so flattering from an eminent man to a mere 
youth, was ever in my mmd, and to this day I feel grateful to him ” 
The “ill-fated drama’* was entitled Rank and RtcheSy and G W Anson, 
who played the bird doctor” in it, after shaking his fist at the audience, 
shouted through the uproar that they were “a lot of damned cads” — 
a generalization that was never forgiven him 
Collms always mamtamed that the gifts essential m the novelist are 
those best fitted for the drama , and smee his day practice has proved his 
point, tliough the fiilures of Henry James and Joseph Conrad lie heavily 
on the other side of the account For most novelists mdeed the situation 

at present resembles that of “Henry ” who thus expressed his 

feelings to the managers of the Prmce of Wales’s Theatre in 1877 
“Honnered Lady, — 1 was borne m alien Street and 1 am now pottman 
at the swan with 2 neks 1 have no art to continue m my persision so 1 writ 
to arsk you to putt me on the bords of your theatre 1 am a borne actor for 
I citch myself makemg speaches out of plays m the rmddle of the mte if 
you will give me the charnce I will do my duty well and be a creditt to 
your theater if you see your way to give me rhe chanice 1 must arsk you 
CO say nothmk of it to my famly yours truly humble servent— Henry ** 
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of the Art-cnac The art of painting, Collins maintained, 
IS the one which “least requires a course of critical 
trainmg, before it can be approached on famihar terms”. 
It scandahsed him to see his admirable fellow country- 
men in the mute ecstatic posture of the young lady of 
The Soul's Awakening before Michaelangelo’s Last Judg- 
ment or Raphael’s Transfiguration, merely because this 
expert or that had mtimidated them mto behevmg that 
they “didn’t even know what they liked”. Like his 
artist in After Dark, this son of a pamter was “rather of 
a revolutionary spint m matters of art, and bold enough 
to think that the old masters have their faults as well as 
their beaunes ” The faces of the Holy Family, m a certam 
valuable Correggio, he mamtamed, “not only failed to 
display the nght punty and tenderness of expression, but 
absolutely failed to present any expression at all ” It was 
a child m the folk-tale who discovered that the kmg had 
no clothes on, and whatever the merits of the pictures m 
question may be — there is a sensmve and profound tribute 
to Tmtoretto’s Crucifixion m the Memoirs — it is probable 
that a natural taste, or at any rate a natural honesty, can 
be as easily ruined by a pretence of admiration as the 
mstmctive dehght of the young m what is good for them 
may be checked or corrupted by an enforced diet of what 
IS bad. 

Like the Memoirs and the Rambles, the Miscellanies are 
of mterest now chiefly because they reveal, though very 
scantily, the novehst’s personal views and opinions But 
yet agam, of definite self-portraiture there is htde. Con- 
cemmg himself, his experiences m this world, his deeper 
feelmgs and convictions, he is unusually reticent. 
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From 1863 onwards Collins contmued to live quiedy 
with his mother until her death m 1868, and after a visit 
to Amenca in 1874, where he gave a senes of pubhc 
readings, chiefly of The Frozen Deep, he returned to 
London, removmg occasionally in a narrow orbit from 
house to house, and last to Wimpole Street, where he 
died on September 23, 1889 He was buned m Kensal 
Green Cemetery, his funeral bemg attended by Sir Arthur 
Pmero, Hall Came, Holman Hunt, Oscar Wilde and 
Edmund Gosse. 

He had many excellent friends, could be good com- 
pany himself and enjoyed good company m others. “ 
None the less, it is said that he was driven mto privacy by 
“the miseries mcidental to his becommg famous”, and 
there is a reference m the Dictionary of National Biography 
to “mtimacies formed as a young man” which “led to 
his being harassed, after he became famous, m a manner 
which proved very prejudicial to his peace of mmd”. 
Constant ill-health affects the mmd, though not m all 
ways adversely, as well as the body But smce he himself 
mamtamed m a preface to Poor Miss Finch that the con- 
dmons of human happmess are mdependenc of bodily 
affliction, and that such affliction may even take its place 
among the mgredients of happmess, this alone can hardly 
account for the declme m his powers Apart too from 
obvious techmcal defects, his actual presence — that secret 
company — so supple, engrossed and dehghted m his best 
work, has become unmistakably tart and umnterested m 

* A detailed and personal study of the novehst will be found m the 
opening chapters of Wilkie Co//ms, Le Fanu and Others by Mr S M Elhs, 
which was pubhshed some httle time after this brief paper was written 
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such a novel as Heart and Science of 1883 — with its 
shallow treatment of the one half of its title, and its 
splenetic but by no means pomtless attack on the zealots 
of the other ' Its Dr Benjuha is but just real enough to 
show the extent to which he has been caricatured. 

This “most marastic moral mdignation’\ to which 
Mr Hugh Walpole has referred m his paper m The 
Eighteen-Seventies, may account in part for the compara- 
tive failure of Colhns’s later novels. But though “over- 
producuon” — ^he wrote twenty-three novels m thirty- 
six years — is a questionable charge, that of “scamped 
work’’ must be remorsefully admitted There is no 
question either of the dechne in his hterary reputation. 
In an appreciation of “the breadth and power of his 
gemus” which appeared m the Contemporary Review m 
1888, Harry Qudter lamented that “it is but rarely we 
hear the name of Wilkie Colhns mentioned m England 
nowadays, that we read a word m his praise’*. Two years 
afterwards Andrew Lang is bewailing the fact that he has 
been compelled as a reviewer to read m the lump novels 

* “ See the hvely modem parasites that infest Science, eager to mvite 
your attention to their little crawling selves Follow scicntmc enquiry, 
rushmg mto print to proclaim its own importance, and to declare any 
human being, who ventures to doubt or differ, a fanatic or a fool 
Respect the leaders of pubhc opinion, writing nouces of professors, who 
have made discoveries not yet tried by time, not yet universally accepted 
even by their brethren, in terms which would be exaggerated if they 
were applied to Newton or to Bacon Absorb your mind m contro- 
versies and discussions, m which Mr Always Right and Mr NeverWrong 
exhibit the natural tendency of man to believe m himself, in the most 
rampant stage of development that the world has yet seen And when 
vouhavc done all this, doubt not that you have maae a good use of your 
time You have discovered what the gentle wisdom of Faraday saw and 
deplored, when he warned the science of his day m words which should 
live for ever ‘The first and last step m the education of the judgment 
IS — Humility' 
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which he might, one by one, have enjoyed at leisure. He 
has high praise for The Woman in White and The Moon- 
stone, but otherwise the bouquet of his appreaation is 
faint. He deplores Collins’s humour and his treatment 
of the supernatural, and he questions his "Tacts And he 
left Collins’s “mtermittent brilhance” to his biographer, 
"‘if he is to have a biographer”, to explam. 

Apart from Qmlter and Lang, we have one cntic de- 
claring that CoUms’s art was cnppled by his habit of 
morahsmg, and another that he was totally mcapable of 
seeing ‘"when he was and was not almost brutally 
coarse”, while yet a third descnbes him as “one of the 
most fearless and honest fictionists who ever fed the 
pubhc’s sensation hunger while seekmg to influence the 
pubhc’s senous sentiments”. 

Lives of great men all remind us 
We can make our lives sublime. 

It was a favounte theme of Longfellow And yet one 
may at the same time welcome and deplore the fact that 
so httle IS known (outside his fiction) of CoUms the man. 
We can sit by our friend’s easel and mdulge in mystic 
speculations the more freely perhaps for this very reason. 
In one respect, moreover, and this a cruaal one, he has 
been unusually candid and confidmg. For almost with- 
out exception he appended prefaces to his earher novels 
— now explanatory, now challenging, now grateful, and, 
occasionally, apologetic And though for the most part 
these prefaces keep to generahties, they are of singular 
interest. 

In that, for example, to the second and revised edition 
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of Basil — ^which first appeared when he was twenty- 
eight — ^he states that the mam event of the story had been 
founded on a fact withm his own personal experience. 
It IS for this reason, perhaps, that one episode m it is of 
a tragic horror and actuahsaaon that he never excelled. 
“ The more of the Actual ”, he contmucs, “ I could garner 
up as a text to speak from, the more certam I might feel 
of the genuineness and value of the Ideal which was sure 
to sprmg out of it . Is not the noblest poetry of prose 
fiction the poetry of everyday truth ? ” In this conviction 
he had sacrificed “the usual convennonahties of senti- 
mental fiction” — Basil, for example, first meets Margaret, 
by whom he is mstantly infatuated, m an omnibus — 
a less luxurious vehicle dien than it is now Smce, then, 
Collins argues, his scenes and events are “ordmary”, 
they should appeal to “sources of interest withm the 
reader’s own expenence”, and his attention bemg thus 
secured, an appeal was possible beyond that experience, 
which might “fix his mterests, excite his suspense, 
occupy his deeper feehngs, or snr his nobler thoughts” 
He claims, too, the novelist’s right to admit misery and 
crime mto his fiction, though not m such a way as to wm 
sympathy for characters definitely evil. 

As for those persons who believe that the novehst’s 
vocation is merely to amuse them, who shrmk from 
“honest and serious reference” to subjects they them- 
selves thmk of m private and talk of in pubhc, who dis- 
cover the improper where nothmg improper is mtended, 
“whose innocence is m the word, and not m the thought; 
whose morahty stops at the tongue” — as for them, runs 
his challenge, let this be taken as his final repudiation of 



The Early Novels of Wilkie Collins 75 

them. They would be treated m future with the silence 
of contempt. And no doubt they contmued to read hun 
in hope of further “discovenes”. 

As with Basil so with many of the later novels. The 
views expressed in their prefaces — whether or not they 
are wholly sound, and whether or not Collins’s actual 
practice fully confirmed his aims — are well worth study. 
They explain clearly what he set out to do, though they 
fall far short of intimatmg what he actually achieved. 
They reveal his sustamed mterest m fiction as an art, his 
eagerness m experimentation, his moral independence 
(withm certain hrmts), and the endless thought and care 
he bestowed on story and charactensation And last, and 
repeatedly, they express his desire to please, to keep, and 
to concihate his “readers” 

He does not, however, teU us how much this very 
natural desire affected his work, either in the conceiving 
or the domg of it To try solely to please is one thmg — to 
hope to have pleased, quite another Nor does he confess 
what kmd of readers he had m mmd, though we know 
what kmd of readers he despised — the prude, the png, 
the snob, the humbug, though his scorn even of these 
was no obstacle to his keen enjoyment m depictmg them 
m his books. Fools, too. 

Examples may be found every day of a fool who is no 
coward, examples may be found occasionally of a fool who 
IS not cunmng — but it may reasonably be doubted whether 
there is a producible instance anywhere of a fool who is not 
cruel 

His confidence that his readers would be mterested m 
his aims and methods is testimony at any rate to the 
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intelligence of these readers, and suggests that we need 
not be unintermittently derisive of our Victonan grand- 
mothers ^ And whatever hmitations this audience im- 
posed on him m his choice of theme or his treatment of 
It, one thing is evident, that m all his best work he pleased 
himself. No preface declares that he had ever fallen 
short of this aim. 

Nor does he anywhere, I beheve, make a distinction 
between story and plot m his fiction And here, quite 
another kind of aesthetic sacrifice comes mto view It is 
as a master of plot at any rate — whatever its consatuents, 
love, law, mystery, crime — that he remams unexcelled. 
His plots vary as much in complexity, which may be a 
ment, as they vary m the degree to which his characters 
are m service to them, which m itself is a defect. Whether 
simple, however, as m Basil and The Dead Secret, or 
mvolved, as m Armadale and No Name, it is not the mere 
plot that is most impressive, nor even that the events m 
it succeed one another m a rational and coherent order, 
but rather the assiduity with which it is re-comphcated. 
It is usually less mtncate than he makes it appear to be, 
though for sheer “mgenuity”, ran Charles Reade’s 
tribute, “give me dear old Wilkie Collins against the 
world*” His hope was to mduce m his reader’s mind 
two things, first, a condiuon of acute suspense; and next, 
a sustamed desire to have it satisfied. And even when the 
“Secret” is not dead but as open as the skies, he intends 
us to await with bated breath his confiding of it. The 
doctor m The Moonstone^ prescribes sedative readmg for 

* At how small a flame may the imagination take fire ^ Wilkie Colhns 
called his story The Moonstone because it was actually suggested to him by 
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his paacnt — Pamela, The Man of Feeling, Lorenzo de 
Medici: since these works possess ‘‘the one great merit of 
enchaining nobody’s interest and exating nobody’s 
brain”. Preasely the reverse of this was Collins’s aim. 

Move by move, first on this side then on that, this 
hterary Capablanca’s novels — a nebulous “reader” his 
opponent — resemble a game of chess. So also does 
Hamlet If Hamlet himself (or his author) but could or 
would make up his mmd, the game might be finished m 
three or four moves: “fool’s mate”, though that might 
be. So too m The Woman in White Unveil that fhttmg 
mysterious female m the first chapter, and all is over 
Stories cannot be done with as easily as that. Nor, 
however long drawn out, need they come to a sudden 
and possibly explosive end, leavmg httle more than 
vacancy and darkness behmd them Their hght may 
contmue to shme on m our mmds, and their characters 
continue to hvc there, company in our sohtude, and 
company perhaps of a condnuous influence. A plot on the 
other hand resembles a puzzle or a mathematical pro- 
blem As soon as the solution is made clear, it ceases to 
interest us 

It would, however, be as unfair to judge Wilkie 
Collms as a novehst solely by means of bnef synopses of 


a moonstone m the possession of Charles Reade This had been the gift of 
a brother, Edward Reade, who brought it from India — though it had 
not been extracted from the head of the Moon god Indeed there could 
hardly be a worse name for the wildly scmnllatmg diamond which is 
desenbed in Chapter ix The actual gem itself, which is now m the 
possession of Mrs Reade of Ipsden, and which she very magnanimously 
entrusted into my hand for a moment, has a soft milky lummousness, and, 
viewed sideways, resembles tbe pupil of an eye — such an eye mdeed as 
have the horses of the chariots of the moon* 
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his plots as to summarise the “carnal, bloody and un- 
natural” tragedy of Hamlet Prince of Denmark as: 


Preliminary fratnade l 

Deaths conmved at 2 

Deaths violent but mented 3 

Suiades i 

Murders 2 

Grand total 9 


It IS, moreover, neither plot nor story m a novel that 
IS of primary importance, whatever graces and mcentives 
each may add, but the powers of mmd and imagmation 
expended on their unfoldmg And CoUms’s finer 
quahties are often encumbered rather than aided by the 
purely intellectual difficulties — his triumphs over which 
none the less as sheer intellectual feats are likely to be 
under-esamated — that he consistently set himself 
His assertion that the telling of a story is bound to 
entail the hvely presentation of character is no less vahd 
even if it be admitted that m many of the world’s best 
stones the characters are httle more than embodied ab- 
stractions — m nearly all folk-tales, and epics, and m The 
Ptlgrms Progress, for example By “characters” m 
general CoUms meant gentle, sturdy, or rank growths of 
common humanity, not exoac souls and essences , though 
with due distillation we may all of us perhaps be so 
subhmated But whatever value he set on them, m the 
playmg out of his hterary chess he was content to use 
even his best and bnghtest too much as mere pieces. As 
such they mterest, exate, mystify, amuse and engross us. 
But they never positively possess us — storm the very 
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dtadek of mind and heart. He refuses to allow diem 
their full freedom. They have their being more for his 
sake than for their own; and though their average not 
only in hfe-hkeness but m sheer mtelhgence may surpass 
that of Dickens’s, how many of Collms’s characters have 
become household words 

He dehghts m the device of contrast; not only of the 
humorous with the tragic, of sentiment with cyniasm; 
but of old with young, genteel with “humble”, astute 
with stupid, charms of the body with faculties of the 
mind. There is a simple and gratuitous example of this m 
so early a story as Mad Monkton the austere and for- 
midable Father Superior of the “ Convent” on one side, 
the old sacristan, whose sole solace m hfe is snuff, on the 
other. So too the easy-gomg dissolute elder-brother m 
Easily and the icy melodramatised Manmon, the suave 
and pitiless Pickwickian pnnce of rascahty. Count Fosco, 
and his merely villamous understudy, Sir Peraval Clyde. 
It is with characters as such — sennent bricks and mortar 
— that he steadily erects his plots 

No Name, for example, presents us m its first chapter 
with an idyllic Victorian family circle — and Collms is 
never more at home than when at home. It consists of 
a prosperous, middle-aged and devoted mother and 
father. They have, for friend and foil, an old sardomc 
recluse, and also two daughters, the elder reserved and 
resigned, the younger wild, spinted, resolute, and, when 
driven to extremes, unscrupulous Their tnals over — 
they attam at last the same (provisional) haven, a happy 
marriage. A selfish woman of wit and few prmciples, 
Mrs Lecount, is set over agamst a selfish wag with no less 
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■wit and even fewer pnnaples, Captain Wragge; and 
both of them, by fair means and foul — m Captain 
Wragge’s case, by the mvenaon of a PiU and a system of 
advertising if — secure at last a competence, and triumph. 
There are two honourable and devoted Enghsh gende- 
men, preordamed husbands for the sisters. There is half- 
•witted Mrs Wragge, strongly resembhng, m our physical 
contacts -with her, the impact of a Victorian feather-bed, 
and there is an mdomitable and matter-of-fact family 
governess. And last, there is a weak and sdly young man 
with nothmg but a pretty face to commend him, who is 
set over agamst a weak and fatuous imbecile with nothmg 
but his wealth to commend ktm And smce of all dungs 
hvmg, apart from the prudes and pngs, Colhns scorned 
most a fool, it is these two alone who ■wm no reward but 
ignommy. The contrasts here it will be noticed — and it 
is a tnbute — are mainly ofmteUigence only s illin ess fails 
Of all human bemgs young men perhaps are the most 
difficult m fiction to bnng to hfe, and for the most part, 
CoUms’s young men are mchned by nature to be not 
only weak and msipid, but less than qmte real Not so his 
young women A few are as fair but never qmte so 
brainless as Dora, a few, Basil’s angehc sister for mstance, 
are as colourless as Agnes. The rest are of two kmds The 
first, apart from their physical charms — always of figure 
and carnage and usually of face — are not only of sub- 
stantial flesh and blood, but have brams, hearts, and 
character. They are men’s women They were made to be 
wooed, he sees to it that they are won. They are sharply 
and clearly aware of what they want, they mean to get 
It. Some of them dare all m the attempt, on the one side. 
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Magdalen and Rachel, on the other Margaret (in Basil) 
and Miss Gwilt — a forger at the age of twelve, an ad- 
venturess as base as she is fascinating at thirty-five — 
scornful, witty, audaaous, clear-headed, and — ^with soul 
still breathing in the charnel-house of her mind — as 
devilish m her hatred as she is self-obhvious in her love 

“There I was”, she confides to her Diary, “alone with 
him, talkmg in the most innocent, easy, famihar manner, and 
havmg It m my mind all the ame, to brush his life out of my 
way, when the moment comes, as I might brush a stam off 
my gown. It made my blood leap, and my checks flush. 
I caught myself laughing once or twice much louder than I 
ought — and long before we got to London I thought it 
desirable to put my face m hidmg by pulling down my ved ” 

She IS first cousm, on the melodramatic side, to Ahce 
Arden of Feversham . 

What* groanest thou^ Nay, then give me the weapon* 

Take this for hindering Mosbie’s love and mme* 

But Miss Gwilt would never have repented the “this” 
and would have defied her maker’s last mechamcal 
chapter, if she could 

As much to Colhns’s taste, and as vmdly reahsed, are 
his strong-irunded and mcorruptible young women, of 
whom no mere man, even if the opportumty were given 
him, could count himself worthy: Manan Halcombe, 
for example, who was not only a match (though, to his 
regret, m but one sense of the term) for that old repro- 
bate Fosco, but the idol of Edward Fitzgerald. Miss 
Garth, too, candid, faithful, self-sacnficmg spmster, who 
m a more consolatory world would have found her 
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destined mate upon the Bench. But though no Colhns 
character, so far as I can recall, reaches that particular 
pinnacle, his fiction is nch m the professions. Both the 
clergymen, for example, m his earher novels are ex- 
cellent, the younger m The Dead Secret is a true-blue, 
domesticated, country parson; the elder and more 
patriarchal m Armadale, Mr Decimus Brock, is no less 
deeply pious than he is sagaaous and discreet. Indeed, 
the last of Mr Brock's letters m Armadale is not only 
wholly in keepmg with his piety and goodness, it has the 
ring of a profound and personal convicaon. 

. . Nothing that is done in unquestioning submission to 
the wisdom of the Almighty, is done wrong No evil exists, 
out of which, in obedience to His laws, Good may not come 
Be true to what Christ tells you is true Encourage m your- 
self, be the circumstances what they may, aU that is lovmg, all 
that IS grateful, all that is patient, all that is forgivmg, towards 
your fellow-men And humbly and trustfully leave the rest 
to the God who made you, and to the Saviour who loved you 
better than his own life 

This is the faith in which I have hved, by the Divme help 
and mercy, from my youth upward I ask you earnestly, I ask 
you confidently, to make it your faith too It is the mam- 
sprmg of all the good I have ever done, of all the happmess 
I have ever known, it hghtens my darkness, it sustains my 
hope, it comforts and quiets me, lying here, to hve or die, 
I know not which *’ 

But while for every churchman m the novels there 
must be three doctors, they bristle with the Law and 
abound in lawyers Honest, or less honest, they are the 
pillars of Colhns’s State Their formidable, practised, 
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rational, but by no means always unsympathetic, minds, 
their precision and pungency, add an mvaluable stabihty 
to their settmg. 

“Be good enough to remember, Augustus’’, he rejomed, 
“that My Room is not a Court of Law, A bad joke is not 
mvanably followed by ‘ roars of laughter ’ here Let Mr Bash- 
wood come in ” 

They give not only legahty but order to the plot, curb 
the emotional, stimulate the depressed, act, like ice and 
bromide, on the wits of the excited, and m the last resort 
form an impregnable pahsade agamst the onslaughts of 
villamy. 

As for the pawns m his game — here the metaphor 
falters, smce m chess all pawns are, m theory, equally 
valuable and those of one colour look precisely alike, 
whereas Colhns’s pawns — which m general remam 
pawns, though he frequently sketches m in one novel a 
character he “crowns” in a later — are as richly vanous as 
they are deftly used. Unlike Miss Gwilt, for example — 
“How I hate the coarse ways of the lower orders!” — ^he 
shows a pecuhar mterest m servants of every rank and 
order from Mr Boxious’s masterly errand-boy m J^ter 
Dark (who has a substantial second cousm m Pickwick), 
and the susceptible htde housemaid m Basil, up to 
Mr Betteredge, m The Moonstone, prmce of stewards, 
with his “late lamented”, his tittle-tattle daughter Pene- 
lope, and his Robinson Crusoe Above all Collins mdulges 
himself m hapless young women m service who languish 
under some cloud of ilhcit passion or remorse — his 
Louisa, his Sarah Leeson, his Rosanna Spearman of the 
Shivering Sands. Who that ever met this scarred and 
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romanac young woman could forget her? And who, 
alas, even m these days, would venture to give her a 
“place”? 

“People m high life”, wrote Mr Betteredge, in his 
“report” to his mistress, “have all the luxuries to themselves 
— among others, the luxury of mdulgmg their feclmgs. 
People m low life have no such pnvilege Necessity, which 
spares our betters, has no pity on us We learn to put our 
feelmgs back into ourselves, and to jog on with our duties as 
patiendy as may be I don’t complam of this — I only nonce 
It ” 

Collins had not only noticed it, he had made those 
hidden feelmgs his own With “people m high hfe” he 
was less closely concerned, and of the Nobihty, who so 
profusely adorn the ficnon of his day, there is the merest 
gildmg When too Allan Armadale confesses to three 
defects mexcusable m a country gentleman — he had 
never been to a umversity, he is unable to make speeches, 
and can enjoy a ride on horseback without gallopmg 
after a wretched stmkmg fox or a poor distracted htde 
hare — we are confident that he has his author's sym- 
pathy. Basil’s haughty father, on the other hand, whose 
blood was of so deep a Norman blue that a coronet was 
of as htde importance to him as a kmd heart, is perhaps a 
sacrifice on the altar of Victorian reahsm : 

“Basil’” he cried, “in God’s name, answer me at once’ 
What IS Mr Sherwm’s daughter to you > ” 

“She IS my wife’” 

I heard no answer — not a word, not even a sigh Over 
his upturned face there had passed a ghasdy change, as 
indescribable in its awfulness as the change of death 
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Tliis shock is due not to the fact that Miss Sherwin s 
father is a negro, a crmunal or an atheist, but that he is 
a linen-draper. In general, Collins remains loyal to that 
backbone of England, its middle and (whichever end of 
the backbone this may be) its upper middle class. 

Heredity, however, is a frequent element m his novels, 
and money, with or without love for company, is their 
dominant mcentive, his plots frequendy dependmg on 
either or both. And of how much denser a metal is his 
money than, say, Thackeray’s or Henry James’s or even 
Jane Austen’s, five of whose novels none the less as 
spontaneously begm with a htde discourse on this theme 
as they end with a peal of long-anaapated weddmg 
bells. 

As for his skiU m the conase description of character — 
though m a hapless moment he is capable of such prose 
as “the ex-usher’s hair was grown again on his shaven 
skuU, and his dress showed the renovatmg influence of 
the accession of pecuniary means ” — ^it is already 
mature m After Dark Lomaque, for example, 

was poor, quick-witted, secret, not scrupulous He was a 
good patnot, he had good patriot friends, plenty of ambition, 
a subtle, cat-hke courage, nothing to dread — and he went to 
Pans 

On the other hand, Mr Welwyn 

was a thoroughly common-place man, with no great virtues 
and no great vices m him. He had a htde heart, a feeble mmd, 
an amiable temper, a tall figure, and a handsome face . 

And agam; 

The Frenchwoman arrived punctual to the appointed day — 
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glib and curt, smiling and flippant, aght of face and supple 
of figure Her name was Mademoiselle Virgime, and her 
family had inhumanly deserted her . . 

Could meaning be packed tighter? Dress, too; how 
charmingly, in the following fragment, it enhances the 
wearer of it, even to the htde blue buttons — 

A bnght laughmg face, pretaly framed round by a black 
veil, passed over the head, and tied under the chin — a 
travelhng-dress of a nankeen colour, studded with blue 
buttons, and trimmed with white braid — a hght brown cloak 
over It — htde neatly-gloved hands, which seized m an instant 
on one of mine and on one of Owen’s — two dark blue eyes 
which seemed to look us both through and through m a 
moment — a clear, full, merrily-confident voice — a look and 
manner gaily and gracefully self-possessed such were the 
characteristics of our fair guest which first struck me at the 
moment when she left the postchaise and possessed herself 
of my hand. 

And how startlingly is one’s inward eye greeted by the 
mere colours of — 

Her hght-checked sdk dress with its pretty tnmmmg of 
cherry-coloured ribbon, lay quite stiU over the bosom 
beneath it 

In all this he is not only attentive but sensitive When 
too at times he combmes m a paragraph characterisation, 
dress, emotional spectator and a complete symbol-m- 
httle of the story that follows — m this case Basil — his 
rivals are few: 

The fair summer evemng was tending towards twihght, 
the sun stood fiery and low m a cloudless horizon; the last 



The Early Novels of Wilkie Collins 87 

loveliness of the last quietest dayhght hour was fading on the 
violet sky, as I entered the square. I approached the house 
She was at the window — it was thrown wide open. A bird- 
cage hung rather high up, against the shutter-panel She 
was standing opposite to it, making a plaything for the poor 
captive canary of a piece of sugar, which she rapidly offered 
and drew back again, now at one bar of the cage, and now at 
another. The bird hopped and fluttered up and down m his 
pnson after the sugar, chirping as if he enjoyed playing his 
part of the game with his mistress How lovely she looked^* 
Her dark hair, drawn back over each cheek so as just to leave 
the lower part of the ear visible, was gathered up mto a thick 
simple knot behind, without ornament of any sort She wore 
a plam white dress fastemng round the neck, and descending 
over the bosom in numberless httle wavy plaits The cage 
hung just high enough to obhge her to look up to it She was 
laughmg with all the glee of a child, dartmg the piece of sugar 
about incessantly from place to place Every moment, her 
head and neck assumed some new and lovely turn — every 
moment her figure naturally fell mto the position which 
showed Its phant symmetry best 
After a lapse of some mmutes, the canary touched the 
sugar with his beak “There, Minme^ she cned laughmgly, 
“ you have caught the rimaway sugar, and now you shall keep 
it^’’ For a moment more, she stood qmedy lookmg at the 
cage , then raismg herself on ap-toe, pouted her bps caressmgly 
to the bird, and disappeared in the interior of the room. The 
sun went down, the twihght shadows fell over the dreary 
square, the gas lamps were hghted far and near, people who 
had been out for a breath of fresh air in the fields, came strag- 
glmg past me by ones and twos, on their way home — and 
soil I hngered near the house, hopmg she might come to the 
wmdow again, but she did not re-appear.. . 
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I 

What is most conspicuous, th«i, in Collins’s plots is 
the presence of a vigilant, active and pov^^crful mmd. 
Such a mind in fact as Avould be no less helpful m the 
fiction of our own day. Nothmg escapes his attention. 
His grasp never relaxes Whatever “readers” he had m 
view, he posmvely squanders his pams on them. This is 
observable m httle matters as m great In order that 
Miss Gwilt shall discover she is bemg followed, he 
^akes her ahght from a cab, and, in order to gloss the 
comadence, he at once adds that she was disgusted with 
Its horrid close smell. “ (Somebody had been smoking m 
it, I suppose)” So too, on a larger scale, m Armadale. 
No psycho-analyst could disdam the mgenuity with 
which a doctor — worthier far of Harley Street than of the 
Isle of Man — explains how Allan Armadale’s diffuse and 
broken dream on the wreck of the French amber-ship, 
La Grace de Dieu, may have been woven together m his 
“sub-consaousness” out of tnvial expenences during 
the day gone by. But Collms’s sole aim m this analysis is 
that his story shall be able to carry the extravagant weight 
of that dream’s coming true in every paracular in the 
chapters that follow He exults mdeed m the improbable 
and in the frmges of actuahty, but lavishes his pams and 
skill m attemptmg to prove them otherwise. And even 
though this self-imposed handicap reveals the con- 
saentiousness of the craftsman rather perhaps than that 
of the arast, it is a nch tesamony to him as a novehst. 

‘T shall make this a remarkable document”, Count 
Fosco declares, after arrangmg on his wntmg table 
“several qmres of paper and a bundle of quill pens” 
before settmg to work on his confession “Habits of 
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literary composition are perfectly familiar to me. One 
of the rarest of all the intellectual accomplishments that 
a man can possess is the grand faculty of arranging his 
ideas. Immense pnvilege * I possess it. Do you?” The 
direct enquiry is a httle disconcertmg; but whatever our 
answer may be, the accomphshment ts unusual, and 
CoUms possessed it m marked measure A httle before 
this, Walter Hartnght has paid a grudging tribute to 
Fosco’s “ extraordmary mixture of prompt decision, far- 
sighted cunning, and mountebank bravado”. Tone 
down the last of these terms a htde and they too apply 
equally well to the novehst himself 

Again. “What are we, I ask”, Fosco contmues, and 
though he knows it not, he is already en route to the icy 
marble slab m the Morgue — 

“ What are we but puppets in a show box ? O omnipotent 
Destiny, pull our strmgs gently ^ Dance us merafuUy off our 
miserable httle stage* The preceding hnes, nghdy under- 
stood, express an entire system of philosophy It is mine ” 

As novelist, it may have been CoUins’s, but what a 
hvely and promiscuous property-boxful of humamty is 
his for all that* There might well be a roomy annexe to 
the national wax-works m the Marylebone Road de- 
voted solely to groups of our chief novelists’ characters — 
Fielduig’s, Richardson’s, Sterne’s and the rest. However 
nch that array, no admirer of Colhns would mistake his 
particular “stand” In number — and at a rough com- 
putation they would be four to five hundred strong — m 
variety, in romanncalness, and — ^whatsoever their age, 
sex, calling, station, mtelhgence or moral quahaes — m 
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their pronounced family likeness also, they would bear 
companson with their neighbours The best of them are 
tnumphantly m the round; a rather large number re- 
mmd us of an adjacent ‘‘chamber”, though they may 
have merited no place m it, and those m the background 
are somewhat stuffless m effect. They owe no more to 
mere eccentnaaes of dress, looks and habits than 
Dickens's; they are many of them as close to actuahty as 
Thackeray's, and yet, somehow, because they were 
puppets, danced carelessly off their maker's stage, they 
seem to suffer less than either novehst's m this linagmary 
conversion from the medium of words into the medium 
of wax. 

His “famous formula” forthe pracasmg novehstmtent 
on his readers was “Make 'em laugh” (as Dickens did) , 
“make 'em cry” (as both Dickens and Thackeray did); 
and last, “make 'em wait”. But of downright laughter 
as distinguished from an mward sardomc smile, an 
amused chuckle, or a far halloo of applause, there is htde 
m his fiction There is humour, but it is apt to be rather 
crude, and more seldom than it might be, good humour 
Compassionate too though he was of the weak, the 
persecuted, the oppressed, the beclouded, he does not 
often exact from us the tnbute of a tear. Occasionally — 
for one of his readers, at any rate — he does better than 
merely make him cry. Here and there, there is a cadence 
m his prose — “ ‘ Is there a fatahty that follows men m the 
dark?'”, “‘Even my wickedness has one merit — it has 
not prospered'” — which, however famtly, echoes even 
Emily Bronte herself And again: 

“You know what odd fanaes take possession of me some- 
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umcs”, I said. ‘‘Shall I tell you the fancy that has taken 
possession of me now ^ ” 

“Arc there lonely hours’*, she went on, soil never lookmg 
away from the comer, still not seeming to hear him, “when 
you are sometimes frightened without knowmg why — 
frightened all over in an instant, from head to foot ^ . .1 have 
felt that, even in the summer I have been out of doors, alone 
on a wide heath, in the heat and brightness of noon, and have 
felt as if chilly fingers were touching me It says m the New 
Testament that the dead came out of their graves, and went 
into the holy city The dead ' Have they rested, rested always, 
rested for ever, since that nme ’ I am nothing to myself . 

I suppose I have lost somethmg What is it => Heart > Con- 
science? I don’t know Do you?” She scattered the last 
fragments of grass to the winds , and, turning her back let 
her head droop all her cheek touched the turf bank “ It feels 
soft and friendly”, she said, nesding to it with a hopeless 
tenderness .. “It doesn’t cast me off Mother Earth* The 
only mother I have left*” 

As for “makmg ’em wait”, the suspense on which 
Colhns msisted can be of more than one kmd, and his 
kmd IS seldom the outcome of mere curiosity. Skill and 
mgenmty contrive and direct his stones, but the varymg 
states of mind in which they mvolve us are a more subtle 
enacement Smee he cannot be content with the ordmary 
m life, It must be given the appearance of the strange, the 
bizarre He may cite reasons for mtroduemg the deaf- 
mute, Madonna, mto Hide and Seek, but such reasons 
alone would hardly account for the presence of no fewer 
than three bimd characters m his earlier novels. And it is 
not only unusual physical conditions that attract him, 
but the spintually cowed and oppressed, the victims of 
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strange and obscure obsessions, forlorn souls burdened 
with “secrets’’, cnnging wrecks of hiunamty. The 
haunted and the less than sane frequent his pages. What, 
then — ^if we are so inclined — engrosses us in his fiction 
IS in much the curiosity to get an answer to a nddle, but, 
in still more, the desire to remain under his spell. 

Apart, too, from his tart, bemgn or matter-of-fact old 
lawyers, his misanthropes,^ his satirical observers ofman- 
kmd, and his wideawake rogues and rascals, his chief 
characters, even the young and the virtuous, are the prey 
of forebodings. Their hves are festooned with shiftmg 
drifts of mystery They dread the pitfalls awaitmg inno- 
cence, a morrow full of menace 

“There are times, Lenny,” she said, “when all one’s 
happmess m the present depends upon one’s certamty of the 
future ” 

And agam: 

“ A strange end, ” thought Magdalen, pondering over her 
discovery as she stole upstairs to her own sleeping-room — 
“a strange end to a strange day* ” 

Yet, more often than not, these threatenmg disasters 
fail to arrive Two at least of his earher novels, agam, 
begm with death-bed scenes, and m the opemng chapter 

^ Mr Clare, for example, m No Name 

“When the bo^s went to school, Mr Clare said ‘good-bye * to them — 
and ‘thank God to himself His favounte poets were Horace and 
Pope, his chosen philosophers, Hobbes and Voltaire He took his 
exerasc and his fresh air under protest, and always walked the same 
distance to a yard, on the ughest high-road m the neighbourhood . ,Hc 
could digest radishes, and sleep after green tea His views of human 
nature were the views of Diogenes, tempered by La Rochefoucault, his 
personal habits were slovenly m the last degree, and his favounte boast 
was that he had outhved all human prejudices** 
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of Armadale a complete generation is “mown down” by 
the motionless spectre who m Collins’s world lurks un- 
naturally near. He dehghts m scenes of sohtude — gloomy 
woods, stagnant waters, and the most characteristic of 
his chapters are haunted with the dark; not, as with 
Bunyan, a darkness feared and detested, or one that gives 
the moon and stars a deep serene wherem to shme, but a 
darkness for its own sake, resembhng a drug of the imagi- 
nation. All this may affect us as do hngenng dreams and 
mghtmares, though his dreams seldom have “heavenly 
meanmgs”, and his “supernatural”, both in quahty and 
degree, is as far from Le Fanu’s as his humour is from 
Dickens’s. 

“It doesn’t matter”, she answered quiedy, out of the 
darkness. “I am strong enough to suffer, and hve Other 
girls, in my place, would have been happier — they would 
have suffered, and died It doesn’t matter, it will be all the 
same a hundred years hence 

She rose and paced the room with the noiseless, vigilant 
grace of a wild creature of the forest in its cage ‘ How can 
I reach him, in the dark”, she said to herself 

The tears gushed into her eyes She passionately dned 
them and turned her back on the looking-glass “No 
more of myself”, she thought, “no more of my mad, 
miserable self for to-day ^ ” Shrinking from the fast darken- 
mg future she looked impatiently about the room 

This IS Magdalen’s darkness But here is Miss Garth, 
talking of Magdalen’s far less mysterious sister: 

“You’re one of the impenetrable sort. Give me Magdalen, 
with all her perversiues, I can see dayhght through her. 
You’re as dark as mght ” 
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And this IS Captain Wragge — on the theme of another 
order of darkness dear to his author’s fancy: 

“Mrs Wragge is not deaf”, explained the captain. “ She’s 
only a htde slow Constitutionally torpid— if I may use the 
expression. . . . Shout at her — and her mind comes up to time 
Speak to her — and she drifts miles away from you chrecdy • , . 
Mrs Wragge^” 

Indeed, m these novels, however gay and radiant the 
Enghsh sunslime may be, however clear the bird song 
and sprmg-hke the young women m their muslms and 
their shawls; somewhere — as a sidhng glance over the 
shoulder will prove — there waits a hearse, with its mutes 
and Its mourners and its swish-tailed horses, and mght is 
commg on! But it is not the mght. Towards Fmis there 
will come a call for candles, or, possibly, gas, and all will 
be well 

And as with Coihns’s portrayal of human nature, so 
with his Nature itself. His brief descnptions of scene, so 
admirably woven m with plot and situation, reveal both 
how close and temperamental an observer he was and 
the pictonal skill which was his heritage from both sides 
of his family. But scene is rarely mere scene m his stories, 
seldom purely objective Even when, apart from his 
favourite devices of diary and letter, it enters mto his 
direct narrauve, it is described through one of his 
characters m a state of rapture or suspense, of fear or 
dread or despair or anguish 

The heat-mist sail hid the horizon Nearer, the oily, 
colourless surface of the water was just visible, heaving slowly 
from ame to nine m one vast monotonous wave that rolled 
Itself out smoothly and endlessly all it was lost m the white 
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obscunty of the mist. Close on the shore, the noisy surf was 
hushed. No sound came from the beach except at long, 
weanly long mtervals, when a quick thump, and a still 
splash, just audible and no more, announced the fall of one 
tiny, mimic wave upon the parching sand. . . 

And again* 

It was a dull, airless evening Eastward was the gray 
majesty of the sea, hushed in breathless calm, the honzon 
line mvisibly meltmg into the monotonous misty sky, the 
idle ships shadowy and still on the idle water Southward, 
the high ndge of the sea dyke, and the grim, massive circle of 
a martello tower reared high on its mound of grass, closed 
the view darkly on all that lay beyond Westward, a lund 
streak of sunset glowed red in the dreary heaven — blackened 
the fnngmg trees on the far borders of the great inland 
marsh — and turned its httle gleaming water-pools to pools of 
blood Nearer to the eye the sullen flow of the tidal nver 
Aide, ebbed noiseless from the muddy banks, and nearer 
still, lonely and unprosperous by the bleak water-side, lay the 
lost httle port of Slaughdcn, with its forlorn wharfs and 
warehouses of decaymg wood, and its few scattered coasting 
vessels desened on the oozy rivei -shore No fall of waves 
was heard on the beach, no trickhng of waters bubbled 
audibly from the idle stream Now and then, the cry of a 
sea-bird rose from the region of the marsh , and, at intervals, 
from farm-houses far in the inland waste, the faint wmding 
of horns to call the catde home, travelled mournfully through 
the evemng calm 

This as mere picture is admirable, and how sensitive 
are the cadences and echoes of its prose But how 
much more effective it is as fiction, even if a little 
diffuse, for bemg the reflex and symbol of a mood, a 
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condition of mind — and of our momentary condition of 
mmd. 

Nature is the looking-glass of humamty, reflecting our 
mutable appearances on the long journey; and it is thus 
Colhns silvers m the pervasive “atmosphere” of his 
earher novels — their stealthy gloom and stagnancy, the 
tinge of hallucmation, the loadmg of the dice. He pinned 
his faith as a novehst to the “actual’’. But his actual, 
when most his own, resembles that of a cheerful sunht 
morning — the flutter of birds, the sound of distant voices 
— when, slowly and furuvely, there seeps m upon every 
object withm it the gloom and the hush, the sullen omi- 
nousness, the leaden lull of an advancmg echpse, it is the 
actuahty of a summer evening ht suddenly by the wide 
refulgent flicker of distant hghtning Quiet and blue his 
sea may he, but lo^ — high m the heavens — a remote, 
serene drift of warning clouds Surest of transitory ordeals 
for the beloved among his characters is that of bemg the 
prey of omens and the sadness of the unknown — of an 
mescapable destiny that is, as it were, the other side of the 
fabric of remorse. Further he will not venture. With the 
mmost secrets of the self and of the imagmation he is not 
— openly — concerned. 

Incidental to this are his favounte “properties” 
hidden letters, mislaid wills, disguises, strange dis- 
appearances, private detectives, spymgs and eaves- 
droppmgs, portents and the subterranean workmgs of 
Chance; physical disfigurements, secret passions, tears 
and swoomng and “bram fever” , mfatuations, jealousies, 
hypochondna, sleep-walkings, dehrium and the tomb. 
As a catalogue it is absurd, the machinery of melodrama 
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But m judicious doses how telling ! These are his spices, 
fus flavourings, his appetisers, they give savour and 
pungency to his wide knowledge of the world at large, 
and his consuming interest in it An interest not merely m 
human beings m all their vanety — their clothes, furm- 
turc, houses, habits, oddities, the workings of their hearts 
and brains and (almost) all that is theirs, but m trade, 
saence, medicine, law, m landscape and sea-fanng, m 
hterature, art, the drama, and music. How dehcate a 
surprise it is m his company to chance in neighbouring 
pages on passmg references to Keats’s “cold hill-side”, 
to Allan Cunningham’s “a wet sheet and a flowing sea”; 
and, again and again, to the pure gaiety and loveliness of 
the music of Mozart 

An absorbed detachment m the brooding face is the 
chief mark of MiUais’s portrait of the novehst, it is the 
face of a recluse and a day-dreamer. What prease effect 
on his work was produced by the drug winch as far back 
at least as 1851 he was compelled to take m rehef of 
long penods of pain and insomnia is a question for the 
specialist, not for the critic. But reference to it m his tales 
IS frequent: 

Who was the man who invented laudanum > [Miss Gwdt 
confides to her candid diary] I thank him from the bottom 
of my heart, whoever he was I have had six dehcious hours 
of obhvion .“Drops**, you are a darhng If I love nothing 
else, I love you. 

And in an earher story : 

It was marked in large letters, “Laudanum — Poison ’*. My 
heart gave a jump “Poison, dear, if you take it all,’* says 
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Mary, looking at me very tenderly, “and a mght’s rest, if 
you only take a little”. 

But no drug accounts for the triumph of “the scnsa- 
Gon novel’'. It was itself one of the drowsy syrups in an 
age of Industry, and already m acGve service when Basil 
was pubhshed. As early as 1862 Mr Punch summansed 
the dire effects of the species as. 

Harrowing the Mind, making the Flesh creep, causing the 
Hair to stand on End, giving Shocks to the Nervous System, 
destroying the Conventional Morahties, and generally un- 
fitting the Public for the Prosaic Avocations of hfe 

The tone here — apart from the sense — of this hoary 
old moralist, and it is amusing that his capitals should 
have faded him at “hfe”, is reimmscent of an acquamt- 
ance whom Dickens referred to m a letter to a fnend: 

I dined with an old General yesterday, who went perfeedy 
mad at dinner about the Tme ^ — exudauons taking place 
from his mouth — while he demed all its statements — that 
were partly foam, and partly turbot with white sauce 

Ruskin was also a moralist He listed the ten deaths m 
Bleak House, arraigned Hugo, Thackeray, George Ehot 
and even Scott, but he also admirably defined the essential 
of an ideal fiction Bad novels in large doses, he mam- 
tamed, render the ordinary course of hfe umnterestmg. 
The judgment reminds one of other dangers of his age: 
“Workers havmg carious teeth were foimd to be subject 
to the msidious phosphorus necrosis, which began as a 
masquerade of toothache and ended as a sort of leprosy 
of the jaw”. But whence sprmgs the fountain of human 
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interest and what causes its flow and ebb? Unfor- 
tunately, for many of us, and whether self or circum- 
stance be to blame, the ordmary course of hfc is 
uninteresting. And worse devices than good “sensation” 
fiction are conceivable for taking us out of — and 
decoying us into — ourselves There are, too, many 
degrees of sensationahsm, as there are of naturahsm or 
sub-naturahsm or impressiomsm, and the Victorian 
variety, whatever its defects may be, had its virtues. It 
will still help Its readers to see and feel, to understand one 
another, and (if that is the best way with them), to forget 
for the while their troubles Assuredly in the writing of 
his novels, Collins, as he confessed, forgot his — lapped as 
he was m the condition of the worm in the cocoon spun 
out of Its own entrails , mk his nectar, sohtude his paradise, 
the most exhaustmg earthly toil at once his joy, his 
despair, his anodyne and his incenave 

Moreover, the human mmd, like the human body, is 
capable m part of secreting its own antidotes to poisons 
that may silt their way m And among, not perhaps the 
poisons, but the and diets of the mind are the hterature 
that IS lifelessly dry, the books that are merely mtended 
to be edifying, the merely de-ammatmg tractates of 
science, the “clever”, shallow, destructive satires, the 
commerciahsed pohtics, the false hymns, the mock 
poetry, the “pseudosophy” “And who indeed can be 
the wiser for reading books about subjects quite out 
of the way, incomprehensible, and most wretchedly 
written ^ ” It may m fact be the books which we read as 
we suppose “for our own good”, but without any real 
vital fountaimng interest in them, that do the mmd as 
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much harm as books can. How much harm exactly that 
may be is a difficult quesaon. 

As Collins said himself, “Not one man in ten thousand 
hving m the midst of reahty has discovered that he is also 
hvmg m the midst of romance’’. He attempted to woo 
the nme hundred and mnety-mne mto that conviction. 
Apart from imposed restrictions, he decanted mortal 
existence pretty much as he found it, addmg a few drops 
of his own heady and pecuhar ehxir , and m spite of their 
dark air of the smister, silvered with gleams of the 
extravagant and the grotesque, his novels are rooted m 
fairly sohd earth — middle-class England m the mid- 
mneteenth century. 

The reading or re-reading, moreover, of eleven of his 
books, and the dippmg agam and agam mto old favourites, 
has not prevented one almost hfelong admirer from 
facmg what surely (m Mr Punches phrase) must be classed 
among the “Prosaic Avocaaons of hfe” — the com- 
poundmg of a lecture. Indeed, to find nothmg to praise 
m what dehghted critics so diverse m gifts and outlook 
as Dickens, Swmbume and Fitzgerald, would be a 
scarcely enviable feat of fasadiousness They ardently 
admired Colhns’s best and were imfeignedly grateful for 
It. So admirable mdeed is that “best”, not only m its 
craftsmanship but m its abundant chanty and hospitahty, 
that one can hardly avoid speculatmg not so much how 
far it falls short m aim, m scope and m fineness of the 
great fiction of the world, but of what Colhns himself 
m other circumstances might have attempted Greater 
thmgs than these, it hmts, were not beyond his reach. If 
this be so, that he fell short of his best may be due m part 
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to the fact that he was too closely and professedly intent 
on pleasing his pubhc; since such an intentness may be in 
the nature of a veil rather than a bndge between writer 
and reader. 

Apart from the promise of Basil, no other of his 
earher novels seems to have been wholly true — either to 
the novehst himself, to his creauons, or to that profounder 
humamty of which they afford so many ghmpses but 
seldom a sustained view. 



Exit PLANCHt— Enter GILBERT 
By Harley Granville-Barker 

The extravaganza of the ’sixties must have been very 
jolly nonsense at its best, and the first — and last — thing 
to remember about it is that it pretended to be no more 
But while the jolhty has long been silenced, the nonsense 
IS on record Messrs Samuel French Limited (who deal 
nowadays m far superior wares) can soil dig you out 
a score or so of the sixpenny pamphlets of “Thomas 
Hailes Lacy’s Acting Edition ”, and, to the senous literary 
eye, these jmgles and puns of Bumand’s, or Brough’s, 
or Byron’s (H J ') do verily shame the prmt Well, how 
would an unvarnished report of last year’s Christmas 
party read > “ At this point the Lord Chief Jusoce, assum- 
ing a pmk paper cap with purple streamers, crowed 
like a cock, while the Right Reverend the Bishop of 
Blanchester, not to be outdone, gave, amid loud applause, 
his celebrated imitaaon of a hen laymg an egg.” 

If in that lost, loved London of gas lamps aureate m 
fog, of clacketing hansoms and ladies’ gowns that swept 
the muddy streets, your fancy was for an evemng’s 
relaxation of this sort you would go by first choice to 
the Royal Strand Theatre (Most of the theatres seem to 
have been “Royal” in those days, it was generally no 
more, I think, than a comphment they paid themselves ) 
It stood — and was stdl standmg m the “noughts ” of this 
century — midway between the two churches. A Tube 
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Station took its place. That seems to have gone too (and 
what, by the way, has happened to the Tube ?). To the last 
there were hangmg m its remoter corndors some fly- 
blown frames filled with faded carte-de-vistte photographs 
of the heroes and heroines of the old burlesques, taken 
m the studios of the London Stereoscopic Company, 
Regent Street, of the heroines chiefly. Strange htde 
figures* They had passed already from the dowdy to 
the quamt, they are in the realm of the picturesque, 
even of the romantic now Ada Swanborough, Pattie 
Ohver, Lydia Thompson, Amy Sheridan, Lottie Venne — 
Marie Wilton herself* One could have gone there (but 
this was m 1859) with Charles Dickens to see her as the 
boy Pippo m The Maid and the Magpie burlesque He 
sent a note to Forster telling him by no means to miss 
It. “I have never seen such a curious thmg and the girl’s 
talent is unchallengeable I call her the cleverest girl 
I have ever seen on the stage m my time, and the 
most smgularly ongmal.” She illuminated the “Royal 
Strand” till 1865, when she borrowed a thousand 
pounds from her brother-m-law and, with Byron for 
a parmer, took the dirty httle theatre in Tottenham 
Street. A large shce of the money must have gone to- 
wards cleamng and decorating it, to hangmg lace curtams 
m the boxes (she tacked them up herself on the opemng 
day) and antimacassars over the stalls The most “stir- 
ring event of the season”, says the Illustrated London NewSy 
was the production olLaf Sonnamhula, or the Supper, the 
Sleeper and the Merry Stoiss Boy ^ Thereafter thmgs went 

* It may be worth while to put on record the decoration — the I LN 
describes it at length — of a smart imd-Victonan theatre “The front of 
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well enough, yet not too well. If she had still her best to 
give, Byron’s was hack work, and was deteriorating at 
that, and the tide of taste for his paracular sort of non- 
sense was already past the flood In a happy — and gene- 
rous — moment, he mtroduced T. W. Robertson to the 
combination. In a yet happier one Miss Marie Wilton 
became Mrs Bancroft, and the rest of that story is 
theatncal history. 

But the Strand kept the flag flymg bravely* for another 
five years or so. There was burlesque at the Royalty 
Theatre too Bumand was its chief provider; m 1866 he 
provided a Black Ey i Susan, m which Miss Fame Ohver 
charmed London, and a Mr Charles Wyndham, fresh 
from army surgeon’s service with the Northerners m 
Amenca, supported her. It was to be found, on oc- 
casion, at the Queen’s in Long Acre (opened in 1867* 
and there is the facade still and the entrance hall, hardly 
changed, at the comer of Endell Street), where Miss 
Hennetta Hodson, who became Mrs Henry Labouch^re, 
reigned In 1 868 Robert Reece wrote for her The Stranger; 

the boxes presents an ogee with white and gold trelhs picked out with 
blue , and the ceiling is divided into six panels, with gold stars and blue 
centre The arch of the proscenium is framed with white enamelled 
scrolls, the panels in blue and Prmce of Wales^s feathers m white rehef 
formmg the centre A mche with an ornamental stand of flowers graces 
each Sloe of the proscemum — an arrangement, we understand, due to the 
taste of Miss Wilton There are four commodious rows of stalls, con- 
sistir^ of fifty-four in number, all spring stuffed, and cushioned, and 
covered with blue leather and white enamelled studs The box scats, 
entirely new, are similarly stuffed and covered, and the whole circle, 
brilhantly illummated, is hned with rosebud chmtz ** By this, though, 
I think I may be wrong about the antimacassars, which will have be- 
lot^ed to the Olympic of Madame Vestris’ day 

* Or should one say “the sacred lamp burning”? No, I fancy that 
phrase was John HoUmgshead’s mvention for the Gaiety of the ‘seventies 
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Stranger than ever; and the programme announces, ‘‘The 
piece produced under the direction of Mr H. Irving and 
the author*' Very good nonsense The Stranger; stranger 
than ever is^ If we are to have puns, shall we better the 
one which heralds the hero's entrance (to music tremo- 
lose) upon the happy village scene > 

When comes he here? 

Anon — ^his wand’ ring feet 
Will shortly lead him to the accustomed seat 
Each evemng you may see him sitting so, 

Under that linden when the sun ts low^ 

On close inspection, too, you'll also see 
His noble eye, sir, rolling rapidly 

— that IS, if we have not quite forgotten our Campbell, 
as 1868 presumably had not 
Easter-tune would find burlesque added to the bills 
of most of the smaller theatres, an old custom, this, 
soon to end. Chnstmas, more certainly, would see them 
occupied, and prommently, by Fairy Extravaganzas, 
Classical Burlesques, New and Ongmal Burlesque 
Pantomimes, Operatic Extravaganzas — there was doubt- 
less a nicety about the nomenclature, which now asks 
very sharp discerning* And at the St James's on De- 
cember 29, 1866, we have Dulcamara, or the Little Duck 
and the Great Quack, by W. S Gilbert, the first stage 
venture of Bab of the Ballads A critic compared it 
favourably with Planchd's work, and Lady Gilbert — soil 
for a few months to remam Miss Lucy Blois Turner — 
can remember how dehghted they both were by 
that. 
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PLANCH^ 

Planch6 was a much respected veteran. He was now 
seventy years old and had wntten and helped to wnte 
some 57 extravaganzas (the name his own adoptmg), not 
to mention a hundred or more farces, comedies, melo- 
dramas, and librettos for operas besides He wrote the 
hbretto for Weber’s Oberon, and one of the disappoint- 
ments of his life was over Mendelssohn’s final recalci- 
trance (after much makmg of agreements and evasively 
pohte correspondence) to set to work seriously upon a 
score for The Burghers of Calais — great work that it was 
to be! By 1872 he can confess to at least a share m 176 
plays of one sort or another, 62 of them all his own, 
the rest collaboraaons and “hftmgs”, mainly from the 
French As to these last, conscience still waited upon 
mtemational copyright, the early Victorian dramatist 
held the freebooter’s licence handed down from the 
Elizabethan Planche, bemg mtroduced to Scribe at the 
Garrick Club with the bland recommendation ''Encore 
m qut vous a pllf\ capped it in compliment by "Im- 
possible de fatre mime du nouveau sans piller Monsieur 
Scnl)e” . And Scnbe smiled politely. Not that there was 
much profit m the thefts Thomas Dibdm was reputed 
to be the “author” of 800 dramatic pieces, no less, but 
when he died in 1841 at the age of seventy, he had been 
glad enough of a subscription of ^50 a year to keep lum 
from poverty m his declme Planch^ himself hved 
modestly enough and was prodigiously mdustnous His 
176 plays apart, he was an annquary of renown, wrote 
a standard history of Bntish Costume (it was he who 
persuaded Charles Kemble to stage King John with 



Exit Planchd'^Enter Gilbert 107 

historical accuracy, and so started a movement which has 
only just run its once salutary course), was attached to 
the Herald’s Office, and, at seventy-six, completing his 
memoirs, could boast that he was still working as hard 
as he had ever done dunng the last fifty years. Yet a 
Civil List pension of ^loo a year was a matter of im- 
portance to him. Nor did the receivers — the managers 
— do much better than the thieves, the theatre was m a 
wretched state financially Nobody profited m fact, least 
of all the pubhc. 

Planche, unhke others, readily acknowledged his debt 
to France, even for the work which was most his own, 
the extravaganzas. He took the idea, and even the ma- 
terial for the first of them (the first written , its produc- 
tion was long delayed) from a Folie Faerie, Rtquet d la 
HouppCy which he saw in Pans m 1 82 1 English burlesque 
at this time was in an even more deplorable state than 
play-writing in general The worst would not find its way 
mto prmt, one can only hope even now that the best is 
not exemplified by a concoction enntled Othello Travestte, 
credited to a certain “Maurice G Dowling, Esq”, 
which Mr Lacy thought it worth while to pubhsh. With 
Othello a gibbering mgger, whose speech to the Senate 
IS set to the tune of Yankee Doodle and begms 

Potent, grave and rev’rend sir, 

Very noble massa 

— a Desdemona following him to the tune of Bontne 
Laddte with 

rU tell you why I loved the Black, 

Too rat, etc 
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’Cause cv’ry night I had a knack, 

Too raly etc. 

Ofhstmng to his tales bewitchin’, 

My hair while curhng in the kitchen. 

Too raly etc 

— and far worse to follow yet, the scene of her murder (a 
“comic’' murder^) bemg really too nauseatmgly vulgar 
for quotation, with this for a standard no wonder 
Planch^ found his fairy tale unwelcome^ Not till he 
encountered Madame Vestris did he get his chance. 

She had her faults, had Madame Vestris , but she was 
a woman of courage, commonsense, and — timehest of 
qualities ! — of great good taste What she did for Enghsh 
drama, at a time when it was more than usually difficult 
to do anythmg whatever for that rapscallion art, when 
you had, managenally, either to be “legitimate" and 
face almost certain loss m the vast bams of Drury Lane 
and Covent Garden, or evade the law elsewhere by 
peppermg your plays with songs and dances and pre- 
tendmg they were not plays at all, has been too tardily 
remembered She found m Planchd’s dehcate simphcmes 
excellent material for the colour and spice of her actmg 
and smgmg and dancing she was accomphshed m aU 
three, and had enough vitahty besides for the mspirmg 
of the actors around her. We may guess, mdeed, that she 
re-fortified his dilution of the French spirit to something 
even above its original strength Between the two of 
them, at any rate, they seem to have produced a civilised 
entertainment in this kmd And for fifteen years to come, 
till, game to the last, she left the theatre to die. Planch^, 
with httle mterruption, wrote Christmas and Easter plays 
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for her, the Chnstmas play often lasting till Easter, and 
the Easter play sometunes seeing the summer through. 
Here, as such things go, was an achievement to be proud 
of; and it is worth commemoration.^ 

Simphaty, dehcacy and what one can best call inno- 
cence, these are the Planche hall-mark. One may add 
taste and tact, and exact judgment also — ^he knows 
when to stop In no kmd of wntmg do such quahnes 
count for more, there is no substance m it, manner is 
every thmg — its good manners, m fact The trick of his 
method is old enough, it is, mdeed, classic , he makes the 
sublime not, let us remark, ridiculous, not by any means 
grotesque, but easy and familiar, and, because he is 
Planche, pleasantly, good-naturedly famihar. Take the 
very first page of Olympic Revels Jupiter, Neptune, 
Hercules and Plutus are playing whist, andjupiter loses his 
temper with their chatter 

ni play no more , and next time, I insist, 

When you joke— joke, when you play whist — play whist! 

All Fimsh the rubber 

Jupiter. I will not, I say. 

* To be accurate, they did not begin with a transformed French fairy 
tale, but with “A Mythological Allegorical Burletta’* as the title page 
has It “ borrowed from the English of George Cohnan, the younger, the 
Heads beme taken from that gentleman’s tale of the Sun Poker ” It was 
from this that Olympic Revels or Prometheus and Pandora^ first performed 
at the Olympic Theatre, January 3, 1831, took its bemg Rtquet with 
the Tuft did not see the light till December 26, 1836 But they had both 
been lying m Planche’s drawer smee some time m the ’twenaes (“ see the 
hght’* IS the pertment phrase, then) Both pieces are of a pattern — 
though Riquet has prose passages, and before and after Planche preferred 
to abide by verse — and both equally reflect admiration for the French 
model Be it added that for both, smee Planche was busy as usual with 
other dungs, George Dance was called m to collaborate But his con- 
tribution, however useful, cannot have been very signiflcant 
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Turn up the table, take the cards away. 

Let’s have some music Hermes, where’s Apollo ? 

Mercury. Gone to the Glee-club at the Cat and Swallow. 
Jupiter. Deuce take the fellow; where is Bacchus now? 
Mercury He’s at the Punch Bowl, drunk as David’s sow, 
Jupiter. Where’s Mars ? 

Mercury He’s gone to dnil. 

Jupiter. Where’s Juno, pray ? 

Mercury. She’s in the laundry, sir, it’s washing day. 
Jupiter. The sky’s deserted! Isn’t Momus there ^ 

Mercury. No, sir, he’s eating fire at Troy fair. 

Jupiter. Where’s Esculapius ? 

Mercury. Priam’s rather queer, 

And he’s gone down to bleed him, sir. 

Jupiter Oh dear^ 

Then I’ll to sleep , bid Somnus step this way. 

Mercury Lord, sir — he’s yawmng o’er the last new play. 

It IS by no means so easy to do as it may look, it asks 
neatness, economy and precision, and the rhymes must 
fall pat. Mercury is despatched to Vulcan to discover 
whether Pandora, mteiided for the undoing of Pro- 
metheus, IS not completed yet He re-enters 

Jupiter Returned — Well-flown' How fares the lame old 
tmker? 

Mercury. Why, sir, his leg appears a htde better. 

But, for parnculars, please read this letter 
Jupiter (taking letter by the corner and holding it up) 

How dare he send me such a dirty note ^ 

He might have washed Ins hands before he wrote 
(R£ads ) “Vulcan’s respects, regrets to make Jove wait — 
The thunderbolt wiU not be done tiU eight 
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The lady all his ame has been demohshing, 

But she’s just finished now, except the pohshing, 
Will bnng her home himself as soon as done; 

Mount Etna — post mendian — half-past one.” 

The pohshing' He works confounded slow, 

Zounds, I bespoke her full three weeks ago. 

No thunder' Well, then I must do without it 
Till eight, that’s all that I can say about it. 

He treats his fairy stories m much the same way, 
though here, of course, the transposition is less from 
digmty to impudence than from the marvellous to the 
matter-of-fact, the trick, rather, is to treat the marvellous 
m terms of the matter-of-fact He boasted that he never 
distorted the stones themselves, and that this was a strong 
factor m his success with them It is as true as such a 
boast need be With the tragic tales there are difficulties 
But he resolves the end of Blue Beard, or the Fatal 
Curiosity (one of the best of the senes) mto the key of 
the ridiculous very skilfully by suddenly caUmg on the 
audience to help Fleurette, the unlucky twenneth wife, 
IS about to pay the penalty of her curiosity, for, though 
Sister Anne has sighted the rescumg horseman, Baron 
Abomdhque (no “three tailed bashaw”, says Blanche, 
but, as he should be, a French nobleman of the fifteenth 
century) has his sword drawn already Then there is a 
loud knocking at the door, and O’Shac O’Back,^ the 
head valet, enters to announce 

O'Shac • Lieutenants Bras-de-fer and Longue Epee. 

Abomelique Tell ’em I’m not at home, 

^ John Brougham, for whom the part was written, was a popular 
actor of Irish characters — whence, and why not, O’Shac O’Back' — and a 
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O' Shoe : They’ve found you out. 

Ahomelique, Say I’m at dinner, then, you stupid lout’ 
O'Shac I told ’em you were waitmg for your chop; 

And so they said they’d in upon you drop, 

And take pot luck ’ 

AhomiUque [seizing Fleurette), My vengeance lose I won’t. 
So thus I score up twenty’ 

As he ts about to strike, Joli-Cceur, Bras^de-fer and Longue 
Epee rush in, 

Jolt-CcEur. No, you don’t [seizes hts arm). 

Head up, Fleurette’ 

Bras-de-fer, Longue Epee There, take that, you old wizard 
[Passing thetr swords through Ahomehque, who falls ) 

O' Shoe : Thunder and turf, they’ve run him through the 
gizzard! 

Joh-Cceur Dost pity him ? 

O' Shoe Who, I sir? No, sir, never’ 

But there’s a quarter’s wages gone for ever 
Abomeltque sits up. 

Abomeltque Kind-hearted soul, your shaken nerves com- 
pose> 

They have but run me through my wedding clothes 
Fleurette Perhaps it’s better so, and for this reason. 

We humbly hope to run you through the season. . 

Vestris, who played Fleurette, was famous for her “way 
with the audience” 

dramatist too, Boucicault’s collaborator, for one thing, in the long 
famous London Assurance One of the pleasantest features of the prefaces 
to the little plays, written when he was over eighty, is the tribute which 
he never forgets to pay to the actors who had served him well forty or 
fifty Years, it may be, before 
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Thence to the formal and traditional ‘‘apology”: 

O' Shoe : . .we have, all 'gainst common sense, 

To-mght committed a most grave offence. 

Abomelique. If 'as a grave one, then we must submit. 

But if we've once to laughter moved the pit, 

We plead that here imcommon nonsense revels 
And smves to kiU with laughter all blue devils . . . 

Fleurette, Our Blue Beard's not a great Bashaw of three 
tails, 

But a French gendeman of one — the details 
Dished up, a rolympique^ by the same cooks, 

Who for so long have been in your good books 
Smile on us sail, nor let our Blue Beard be 
A “Fatal Curiosity" to me. 

He has, by the way, turned Shakespeare to hberal 
account for the workmg up of the “situation”, Blue- 
beard’s vociferous demands for the fatal key with the 
blood on It (blue blood*) being set to the very words — 
ever so shghtly caricatured — of Othello's for the hand- 
kerchief But this sort of thuig was common form both 
with Planche and his followers into the Eighteen- 
Seventies, and had been, I fancy, with his ascendants too 
for a generaaon or so Quotaaons from Shakespeare 
are always peppered thick, though with the Patent 
theatres and their repertory fading to an ever fainter 
memory you could be less and less certam that your 
audiences would “catch on” promptly enough. 

PARODYING SHAKESPEARE 

There are a dozen ways of turning the Bard to account. 
You can drop m a well-known hne neatly and sur- 
prisingly — and quite congruously , as when m The New 



1 14 Harley Granville-Barker 

Planet^ the gods of Olympus behold a panorama of 
London by mght: 

Mars There’s the Horse Guards^ 

Pallas. And there’s the Athenaeum ^ 

My statue crowns its portico so wide, 

The new Planet. I hope the wisdom is not all outside 
Ceres And there’s Mark Lane, where rogues in gram are 
rank, 

The Earth. How sweet the moonhght sleeps upon the 
Bank^ 

The very delicacy of the pun will wm a quiet smile 
And there is this also to be said, inadentally, about 
Blanche, he was as content to write for the reward of a 
smile as a guffaw, a rare virtue m the comic writer 
You can parody the purpose of some familiar passage, 
as m Once Upon a Time There were Two Kings, for the 
reception of the victorious Prmce Brutus , when an officer 

enters with royal fleet’s m sight 

The King Run to the ramparts — bid as quick as hght 
The cannomer to fire the cannon there , 

And let the cannon bid the trumpet blare, 

And let the trumpet to the kettle shout. 

The kettle to the ophicleide without. 

The ophicleide inform the pipes and drums 

That they should play “The Conquenng Hero Comes” 

This, at a play’s opening, makes you feel pleasantly at 

home 

Or you can burlesque an entire situation, as m the 
second scene of The Good Woman in the Wood, “a room 
m the palace of King Brum”, when with a 
^ le Neptune, the play was written a few months after its discovery 
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March and flourish — Enter King, Queen, Prince, Court and 
Guards, 

King Brum Though yet of our late brother, who has been 
So long defunct, the memory’s so green 
That we have subjects who dare sail look blue 
When that grave subject is alluded to , 

This IS to give you all a gentle hint 
Not to presume at acts of ours to squmt 
Through spectacles of any hue but those 
Made by our order of “Couleur dc Rose”, 

And sold, to suit all ages and condiuons, 

By “Wmk and Company”, the Court opncians 
But now, our cousin Sylvan, and step-son 

Prince [aside). A httle more than cozened, I am done 
Unutterably brown, if all be true 

Shakespeare himself surely — though he took his puns 
seriously — would have enjoyed the joke 

Or (as thirty hues later) you can echo tragedy m mock 
heroics with topical seasomng added, when the Kmg 
beckons the captive Princess Carpellona to him with 

Approach, fair Princess, and dismiss your fear, 

Say, can you love our son. Prince Brutus, here ^ 

Princess Love Brutus ^ 

King Well enough to wed him 

Princess I » 

Kmg Many would jump to do so 
Princess Ji^^np ^ Oh my ’ 

Rather than marry Brutus, bid me jump 
From off yon tower into the ocean plump , 

Or walk through Smithfield on a market morn 
And take the air upon a bullock’s horn. 


8-2 
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Or print a kiss on the unmuzzled mug 
Of the black bear that eat the lady’s pug. 

Or the big boa-constnctor’s cage inhabit 
Who took a blanket for a large Welsh rabbit, 

Or in a boneyard with some knacker dwell 
And madly play upon the bones, like Pell, 

Things that to hear them told have made me freeze — 

And I’d much sooner do it, if you please 

Ktng (to Prince Brutus) As far as maiden dehcacy may 
Permit a timid maid her mind to say, 

I think from what she hints we may discern 
Your passion does not meet with much return 

— which agam, qmte apart from the neatness of the last 
two couplets, IS well enough , when Mr Pell’s reputaaon 
as “Bones” to the “Ethiopian Serenaders” is at its 
height, and the python’s exploit at the Zoo fresh m 
memory There will also doubtless be immediate pomt 
m the dangers of Simthfield market and the catastrophe 
of the bear and the pug, and if there is, besides, some 
popular Juliet of the moment to imitate, so much the 
better 

There is such parody as m the speech beginning 

O, who can feed upon a hot-cross bun 

By merely thinking on a penny ice. . . . 

This IS of coarser fibre I came across it years ago and it 
found, for no good reason, a sticking place m my mmd. 
It IS probably by Talfourd or Byron, just possibly by 
Brough or Reece An expert critic could of course 
idenufy the style quite positively , even as nowadays we 
can say (some of us) that such a hne, no matter m whose 
ostensible play we find it, is by Chapman or Heywood, 
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Marlowe or Middleton. But I am not among the ex- 
perts, m this category or that. Charles Kean, however, 
had revived Richard II m 1857, this may mdicate a date. 

From i860 onwards the more recondite allusions will 
be far less sure of recogmtion, and the constant refuge in 
variations upon “To be or not to be” and “O my pro- 
phetic soul, my Uncle” does become ternbly bonng It 
IS still the thmg, though, to scatter a few of the rarer 
quotations — ^perhaps as a sort of comphmentto the culture 
of the audience^ Byron can find use for 

And hang a calf skin on those recreant hmbs^ 

— but he is careful to rub in its ongm in the next hne 
Bumand, in a riotous burlesque of Der Freischutz, m- 
dulges first m the sad banality of introducing his operatic 
tenor with 

O, that this too too solid flesh would melt 
And make me somewhat easier in the belt^ 

Or were tins grosser part dissolved to dew, 

What would the butcher and the baker do^ . 

But he goes on to some qmte delicate glancmgs at the 
Cassio-Iago dialogue upon reputauon , not to rely greatly 
on their recogmtion however Yet in general, if de- 
creasmgly, this burlesque was written for — written at, 
would be the better phrase — an, in this sense, educated 
audience There would have been no risking otherwise 
the Prmcess’s joke (m The Sleeping Beauty), as she thinks 
over her cloistered education, about the door through 
which she must not pass 

The lock upon the door at the first landmg, 

The only Locke upon my understanding 
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Nor should we find at the race meeting in Talfourd’s 
Atalanta King Schoeneus of Scyros in his chanot, with 
a picnic basket near labelled rOPTNYM *ANA MASON. 

“aristophanic’’ comedy; a digression 

Planche’s first failure came when he set out — though 
with all modesty, with extreme diffidence mdeed — to 
emulate Anstophanes For the Haymarket Theatre m 
1846 he tried his hand at a very free adaptation of The 
Birds “to the modem and local circumstances requisite 
to mterest and amuse London playgoers of the nmeteenth 
century B ut the dung is distressingly milk-and- watery. 
It lacks salt, it lacks bite , now his respect for the great man 
makes him amid, now he throws him over altogether in 
his anxiety to give the public something of its customary 
fare Most decidedly this is not his game But he liked 
to look back on it m Ins old age as a ''succis d'estime if not 
d^argenT\ to claim it for a “hazardous experiment but. . . 
worth making for the sake of art and the true mterests of 
the British stage” Three years later he tried the steep 
and narrow path agam, trustmg this time to the form he 
had made his own, with The Seven Champions of Chris- 
tendom This was aimounced as “a comic fantasac spec- 
tacle” but “m fact”, he tells us m the later preface, it was 
“a dramatic polincal allegory A Ret' we, not of theatncal 
and other novelties but of the state of Europe at a 
cnncal period, when some of the most momentous 
events, burning quesaons, and gravest social grievances 
were agitatmg every nation on the Contment, as well as 
our own”. This time the failure was satisfactorily dis- 
gmsed as a popular success — as, with the practised 
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dramatist, such failures sometimes may be. For now 
Planche takes out an insurance pohcy, so to speak, m 
ballet and song and scenery. When it comes, though, to the 
momentous events and burning questions, a few pious 
platitudes must suffice. We may still applaud his good 
mtennons and what he felt to be his courage, not to 
mention the Haymarket management’s , he is courteously 
careful “to do justice to the memory of Madame Vestris 
by showing how far she was above that class of com- 
mercial managers (to use Boucicault’s fehatous designa- 
tion of them^) who care little for the character of the 
pieces they produce if they will only draw houses. Her 
venture was greater than mine, for a fiasco at Easter would 
have been the rum of the season”. It was a patheac 
ambition one fears (as he later records it), “to lay the 
foundanons of an Anstophamc drama, which the greatest 
mmds would not consider it derogatory to contnbute 
to”^ — so far did he miscalculate his own capaciaes, his 
audience, and circumstances in general One circum- 
stance in particular . the existence of the Lord Chamber- 
lain^ How did Planche see an Enghsh Anstophanes 
gettmg on with that Olympian functionary ? But m 
the preface to The Birds (written m 1879) he remarks 
upon “the recent successes of The Palace of Truth and 
still more of Pygmalion upon these very boards” as 
evidence that “there is a pubhc who can enjoy good 
writing and good acting unassisted by magnificent scenery 
and undegraded by breakdowns”. Gilbert was the one 

* Boucicault should be put on record as the originator, then, of this 
now much-worn phrase, Boucicault of all people’ 

* An aracle m Temple Bar^ Nov 1 86 i 
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miu\ among his successors the nonsense mongers that had 
proved himself capable of coming out from the ruck. 
There, if anywhere, was his Anstophanes; and there— 
though somewhat hyperbohcally perhaps — the title did 
in fact fall. 

Gilbert had the very quahues which Planch^ lacked. 
In the wntmg of drama and plam comedy he ran to con- 
ventional sentiment accordmg to the fashion of his time. 
But from the beginning his farce had an edge to it; and 
when It came to topicalities, he could stmg Burlesque 
was already m dechne when he began to make his way; 
as we shall see, it punned and rioted itself to death. He 
tned the satiric play freed from both music and foolery, 
and that did weh enough, yet not too well He experi- 
mented boldly and was the hardest of hard workers 
Then he encountered Sullivan, whose influence was to- 
wards the romantic and the picturesque The trend here is 
plain , from Trial by Jury, through Patience, H M S Pinafore 
and lolanthe to The Yeoman of the Guard and the Gon- 
doliers, But when after a rift they re-assoaate we have. 
It is interesting to note, Utopia Limited, which is in 
mtention, which might well have been m fact, very 
barbedly Anstophamc mdeed 

The secret history of his relations with the Censorship 
would be amusing, if it were secret enough to mclude 
Gilbert’s own private speculations as to how far he might 
go, and a recountmg of the distressed conferences be- 
tween Reader and Comptroller and the Lord High 
Execuaoner himself that must from time to time have 
taken place in the little offices under York House to de- 
ade whether m this particular case (whatever the case 
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might be) they hadn’t better on the whole, for just this 
once, “let it go”. No one is more timorous than your 
despot when it comes to dealing with popularity. And 
Gilbert had quickly become popular , he had a tongue and 
a temper moreover, and the press was open to him. It 
was all very well to drop on Shelley, who was dead, or 
on Ibsen, who was a foreigner (with no one to take his 
part except a bunch of unfashionable mtellectuals) and 
It was easy enough by a note dated St James's Palace to 
whip most theatre-managers to heel But to meddle 
with the twin pillar of Savoy Opera, then at the height 
of Its success — that might be very awkward No wonder 
that m his evidence before the Jomt Committee of 1909 
Sir Wilham confessed that he at any rate had had no 
trouble with the Censorship for years 
It is on record that he had eight lines cut from one of 
his first burlesques, and that from another the exclama- 
tion “Sakerament” was deleted because “the sound 
conveys the idea of a very objecaonable and profane 
exclamation”, that to RandaWs Thumb the Reader 
appended a note “all oaths (which are rather numerous 
m this comedy) must be omitted” ; and he liked to relate 
that m his version of Great Expectations, where Magwitch 
said to Pip, “Here you are in chambers fit for a Lord”, 
the MS was returned to the theatre with “Lord” struck 
out and “Heaven” subsntuted But this sort of thing 
might happen to anyone There is the more famous case 
of The Happy Land, suppressed entire, after production 
too, because of its overt caricatures of Gladstone, Lowe 
and Ayrton — though, as the Lord Chamberlain had 
muddled his share of the matter, there was a compromise. 
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changes were made, and the play continued.^ It is not so 
well remembered that five years later Gilbert helped to 
rewnte an old pantomime of Byron’s for a chanty per- 
formance, and played Harlequm m it himself, that the 
characters were made up as well-known pohticians, and 
that in this mstance the Lord Chamberlain, apparently, 
was somehow never given a say m the matter at all Trial 
by Jury seems to have passed without trouble. But there 
must surely have been to-mgs and fro-mgs at St James s 
when H M S, Pinafore was presented for a hcence. W ould 
the pubhc think that Sir Joseph Porter, K C B , First 
Lord of the Admiralty, who confesses that 

1 grew so rich that 1 was sent 

By a pocket borough into Parliament , 

I always voted at my party’s call 

And I never thought of thinking for myself at all. 

I thought so httle, they rewarded me 
By making me the Ruler of the Queen’s Navee 

was mtended for Mr W. H. Smith, the actual mcumbent 
of that post^ Would Mr W H Smith think so? In 
Patience the caricatures of Whistler and Wilde extended 
even to make-up and costume This was allowable 
enough , they were people of no particular importance. 
But what happened — whatever did happen — ^when the 
MS. odolanthe arrived ? Was — not the mere Commons, 
but the Second Estate of the Realm to be thus mocked ? 
Were audiences to be encouraged to laugh at 

And while the House of Peers withholds 
Its legislative hand, 

> Gilbert was only indirectly responsible here The play was a burlesque 
of his own, The Wicked World He sketched it out, and set his pseudonym 
of F Tomline to the playbill , but Gilbert a Beckett did the writing 
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And noble statesmen do not itch 
To interfere with matters which 
They do not understand, 

As bright will shine Great Bntain’s rays 
As in King George’s glorious days, 

— with Mr Gladstone actually m office, what was more! 
The Lord Chamberlam may have learnt besides that, to 
make the whole affair still more absurd, the peers were 
to wear their coronets and robes, and the Lord Chan- 
cellor his.^ Was nothmg said^ Was Mr D’Oyly Carte 
not “sent for ^ Was the Prmce of Wales not acquamted 
with the threatened outrage ^ Was the Queen not told ^ 
The Reader certainly did not take the responsibihty on 
himself, nor the Comptroller, nor m this case probably 
even the Lord Chamberlam The Office does not keep 
records of its internal proceedmgs, I fancy. It is as well 
The chromcle of the freedoms it first demes and then 
allows, seen broadenmg down from precedent to pre- 
cedent, would not be an admirable one It is mconceivable 
that on this occasion a very great deal was not twitter- 
mgly said In no other dramatist would such hardihood 
have been tolerated for a moment, but Gilbert was now 
Gilbert, entrenched m popularity, and nothing was 
done. 

Into Utopia Limited he even mtroduced the Lord 
Chamberlam himself, correctly umformed (there were 
all the other Court functionaries too, for that matter) , 
nor did the satire spare him as guardian of the morals of 
the stage or policeman to the reputations received at 

^ Or he may not Gilbert and the management were under no 
formal obhgation to tell him 
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Court. But the play was licensed ^ One wishes Planch^ 
could have lived to see it, to hear the final ironic eulogy 
of Party government, and the Utopian chorus. 

There’s a httle group of isles beyond the wave, 

So nny, you nught almost wonder where it is; 

That nation is the bravest of the brave. 

And cowards are the rarest of all rarities. 

The proudest nanons kneel at her command. 

She terrifies all foreign-bom rapscalhons, 

And holds the peace of Europe m her hand, 

With half a score invincible battahons ^ 

Such at least is the tale, 

Which IS borne on the gale 
From the island which dwells m the sea 
Let us hope, for her sake, 

That she makes no mistake — 

That she’s all she professes to be 

But by this Gilbert has long had the measure of the 
Lord Chamberlain He knows well enough what he 
may and may not do — and is probably content now to 
do what he may, and can do so well, in peace. And he 
shows extraordmary tact, even m his shrewdest thrusts 
at Court and Parhament, County Council, Law, High 
Fmance, and the rest It is all strictly impersonal, 
amusing, yet never very deadly It is, indeed, chaff 
rather than satire And one must own that while the touch 
IS certain and the skill mature, somethmg of the old zest 
has gone out of it 

Other things than censorship, however, go to keep 
the Aristophamc drama of shy growth m England. It 
demands, to begin with, a homogeneous pubhc, who will 
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all be ‘‘in the know”, whatever the “know’^ of the 
moment may be, who should, moreover, all be mutually 
aware of each other’s knowmgness When it comes to 
topical comedy the bonds of sympathy m the theatre must 
be tnangular If an actor sars my deeper feelings I would 
as soon keep that to myself, but I like to know that my 
neighbour is enjoymg the joke too. 

From this pomt of view Planche, with the smaller, 
compacter body of playgoers of his time, had been better 
off, and it is wrong to suppose, I think, that the mid- 
Victorian age was too self-complacent to welcome any- 
thmg more searchmg than jokes about the smells from 
the Serpentme, the long delay m puttmg Landseer’s hons 
m place, or the terrible condmon (matenal, not moral) of 
Leicester Square It was no more nor less so probably than 
any "‘age” before or smee At no time has it been the 
general Enghsh disposition to rejoice in that keen self- 
awareness, which IS, actively and passively, the frmtful 
mood for satire Groups and chques may cultivate the 
needed hvehness of mind, the mterest in ideas, the dis- 
content with the obvious But th ey , m the theatre of to-day 
certainly, are lost among the heathen crowd Satire up- 
on themselves they will welcome, but to make the crowd 
laugh too. It must go mapdy armed with a bludgeon 
Satire upon the crowd their liveliness is not averse from , 
but oases of superior smiles are not, m the theatre, a rich 
reward England, it is said, has yet to become an mtellec- 
tual democracy If this final revolution is now painfq^ 
m progress, and if it is to imply some shght amount 0f 
levelling up to compensate for aU the leveUmg dovm, a 
modem Aristophanes may yet have his chance — even in 
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the modem theatre. And, as a field for satire, democracy 
will do! 

Planche's theatre though, all else apart, had served 
strange gods too consaencelessly and long for it to have 
much power of command over its audiences. It was 
hvmg, on the one hand, upon a debased tradition of 
“classic’’ actmg, on the other by filching foreign goods. 
No wonder it stood hat m hand, patheacally anxious to 
please. 

And hereabouts was Planche’s own weakness, though 
he did not see it. The virtues of his work were neither 
specifically finghsh nor his ovm, nor were his would-be 
improvements upon it any less artificial The whole 
thing is a hotch-potch, however charming a hotch- 
potch. It IS shallow rooted, with no urgency of growth 
m It. Novelty is soon needed, and the scene pamter steps 
to the fore, sure sign of flaggmg hfe m drama. Then we 
find Planche complaining that he is “pamted out of 
existence”, and protesting pubhely when he is accused of 
fostermg spectacle, that he has been its most unwillmg 
victim. He has trouble with his actors too. Buckstone, 
an mcorrigible clown, was a poor exchange either as 
actor or manager for Vestris and Charles Mathews. He 
records — not very regretfully in retrospect — the total 
failure of a certain popular low comedian who had been 
especially engaged to hven one of his Christmas plays. 
Ten years before he had scored a success with Fortunio^ 
under Macready’s management at Drury Lane, largely 
because “no one went out of his way to be funny”. 
Macready, himself, on that occasion had “energeacally 
and judiciously” superintended the rehearsals. He 
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“thouglit highly of the piece, and entered into the true 
spirit of It with a zest that was as surprising to his com- 
pany as It was beneficial to the representation. He knew 
everyone’s part, and acted each m turn . Poor 
Macready, he got precious little fun out of hfe as a rule. 
One can see him at it^ Miss Helen Fauci t, what was 
more (Lady Martm to be, wife to the ofiicial biographer 
of the Pnnce Consort), had sat upon the stage, watchmg 
every rehearsal, enjoymg them thoroughly 

But now a wave of vulgar foolery is rolhng m agam 
upon the theatre Well, says Blanche (this is m i86i), if 
we are to be plunged “mto jungles ofjmgles and sloughs 
of slang all I demand is not to be accused of havmg set 
the example”. 


SIMPLE FOOLERY 

His complamt is just, and one turns from the readmg 
of his damty lines to samples, the best of their kmd, of 
the farragos of foolery concocted by Byron, Burnand, 
Brough, Reece and the rest, the popular stuff of the 
’fifties and ’sixties, with something of the sensation of 
passmg from a pleasant evemng party, where the talk has 
been, not so desperately brilhant, but kmdly and amusmg 
enough, mto the row and disorder of a village fair. But 
the fair, with all its crudities, is very much ahve 
The old Masks admitted to their dignified and dehcate 
splendours an anti-mask of buffoonery , there was value 
for each m the contrast What Planche’s work lacked was 
just this inherent robustness, tire frail pattern of it was 
therefore fated to be clowned, as well as painted out of 
existence For clowmng and the sheer exuberance of 
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ammal spirits will always make their claim, m England 
certainly, and they are a legitimate part of all theatrical 
tradition. 

These burlesques and extravaganzas of the ’sixties were 
largely mere material for clowning. Their jmgles and 
puns are clowning — a pun is hterary clowning, exactly 
that. Someone must surely have written learnedly about 
the Pun; it discloses a complex of some sort, I suppose, 
if you dig deep enough I will not, m my ignorance, 
make the attempt Bergson, m Le Rtre, dismisses the 
calemhour m a couple of sentences Whether that mterest- 
mg work exhibits more profoundly the difference 
between the philosopher and the ordmary human bemg, 
or between the Frenchman and the Enghshman is (for 
an Enghshman) a question , but there seems to be, oddly 
enough, hardly a definition of comedy in it which can- 
not be made to serve with the slightest shifting for a 
defimtion of tragedy too, and plamly, whatever the 
author’s sense of humour, he has none of simple fun 
Now the pim is purely comic, it is that or nothing 
Hence the reckless impudence of the true punster, if he 
is to fail he may as well be hung for a sheep as for a Lamb 
(I find I have written that last word with a capital letter, 
m piety I will let it stay) 

It is the correct thmg, of course, to be a htde shame- 
faced about your puiming Blanche, m the first few hues 
of his first burlesque, quotes Dr Johnson upon pocket- 
pickmg. But he punned modestly and with great dis- 
cretion. He can refer with a pretty mixture of shame 
and pride to **an atrocious pun m The Golden Fleece, 
which is, of course, more frequently quoted than such 
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as arc worthier of recollection”. Yet it is only — ^when 
Medea and Jason are discussing Glauce — that Medea says 

Oh, don’t name that creature, 

I heard her say, “If your wife bores you, beat her” 

Jason You quite mistook her— the reverse meant she, 
Beta m Greek, you know, is Letter B 

Burnand (who closed his Pirithous with a character ex- 
claiming, “I’ve quite done , Resting and thankful with the 
last worst pun”) would have thought that tame enough 
for a Bishop’s sermon For him and his fellows the 
worse a pun was the better, m a sense And there is some- 
thmg to be said for this AH the actor’s skill is then called 
upon to make it teU How some of them were made to 
teU IS a mystery to me Doubtless the audience had well- 
tramed ears , it would be a point of pride with your con- 
firmed burlesque-goer not to miss a smgle one Still, 
there should surely never be too contmuous a stram. Mr 
David James, playmg King Francis m Wilham Brough’s 
The Field of the Cloth of Gold, and lost in the forest, will 
have no great difficulty with 

These fine old trees my view on all sides border. 
They’re Foresters of the most Ancient Order 
Still, for their king thus trapping there’s no reason, 

And so high trees, I charge you with high treason 
My royalty at least there’s no mistaking, 

I’ve walked till every bone tells me I’m a king 
I’ll he down ’neath these boughs, for I protest, 

Walking this forest long, I long for rest 

Francis, full length extended ’neath these branches. 

Will be what’s called '"extension of the Franchts"* 
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And there is, let us note m passing, much art m the 
cumulaave effect of this. ‘ ‘ Ancient Order of Foresters ” 
IS, of course, not a pun at all Htgh trees — high treason is a 
straight-forward one, the pun direct , till every bone tells 
me I’m a king is the “pun implied”, for variety, forest 
long — long for rest is the pim reversed But it is all a 
preparation for the sheer impudence of extension of the 
Franchis, which should strike us ’twixt wind and water, 
and the skilled actor will see that his audience does not 
laugh nil then For the tasting of the joke’s full flavour 
the play’s date must be remembered 1868 ^ 

Kmg Henry has arrived, still m the agomes of sea- 
sickness , and It is this gives occasion for the famous 

Henry Where’s Suffolk? 

Suffolk Here, my liege, in waiting 
Henry My loving Suffolk, I feel si^oc-atmg, 

I am so ilP 

Suffolk Nay, Sire, cheer up, I pray, 

You were so brave andjolly yesterday 
Henry Yesterday all was fair — a glorious Sunday, 

But this sick transit spoils the glory 0^ Monday 

No difEcuIty here either, even nowadays, with the 

* Upon the page opposite, incidentally, wc find a doggerel song which 
has sometlung ot a topical smack to-day Tcte de Veau, the Constable of 
Calais, IS presLntmg King Henry with a petition 

Tete de Veau My address, Sne, to work a charm I meant. 

If you’ll let me but rc ad it fll engage — 

Darnlty The old story, of course, disarmament. 

To comply with the spirit of the age 
Le Sienr de Boisi^y But great nations were always fond of soldiers, 
And you think now, so it to me appears, 

France and England being friends, all necessity now ends, 

For the Army, Naw, or the Volunteers 
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classic quotaaon barred from Parliament, a punster 
might venture on it. And Anne Boleyn will find her 

I’m grieved to state 

Queen Kate gets daily more m-daily^ate 

simple enough But the exchange between the Con- 
stable and Darnley, 

Tete de Veau I’m safe — I am the guest of France, 

While you an exile here are rated 
Darnley Yes, 

It’s not exile-a-ratmg I confess, 

— must have been hard to drive home , nor was it (possibly) 
very “exi/e-a-ratin^”, even when driven. And here, per- 
haps, we happen on the secret As with all foolery, there 
should be something exhilaratmg about a pun. 

The Field of the Cloth of Gold is “last period” Brough, 
and — such his experience in the art^ — the puns at their 
poorest are at least practicable But turn to the earher 
Perseus and Andromeda, and to the sea-monster’s entrance 
with 

Hullo ^ Fe-fi-fo-fum ' What, no alarm ^ 

Have then those words of terror lost their charm » 
Time was when fc-fi-fo-fum all compelled, 

To pay the fief Vve of 'em so long held, 

or to Andromeda’s appeal to Perseus 

Fly’ save yourself’ His I alone must be, 

So you must needs give up your share o me 
My fate is sealed, so’s yours if he attacks , 

So get away for else you’ll get the whacks 

“Sealed” may make toafer and u'axjust comprehensible: 

9-2 
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but how ''Jief Tve of 'em " and chtre amie were conveyed, 
even by the most ghb-tongued actor, to the sharpest eared 
audience (without the help of a note on the programme) 
I find It hard to imagme 

Brough can also provide us with a fair example of the 
cumulative pun In King Arthur^ written for the Hay- 
market m 1863, we have Merlm entermg alone with 

Some mortal eye is watching me I find, 

That mortal 1 advise Ins eye to mind, 

If more to he in wait for me he dare — 

I say no more till I find out — Who\ there ’ 

But there was more to him as a burlesque writer than 
his trick of punnmg He could project a genumely comic 
character. Mahoud, the surly grumbler m The Cahph of 
Bagdad, is excellent, with his 

Why am / not a Cahph = Why, indeed ? 

No gongs or cymbals ring out when I feed, 

Yet I can eat as much as he can ^ 

— and, when Haroun al Raschid^s mght-prowhng name 
of Al Bondocan is disclosed 

Mahoud {aside) Oh fate unjust ’ What has this Cahph done 
That he’s allowed two names while I’ve but one 
Mesour He comes 
All (shouting) Long live the Cahph ^ 

Mahoud (aside) Now who’s he. 

That they should wish him longer hfc than me ^ 

His Perdita or the Royal Milkmaid, done for the Lyceum 
in 1856 (Miss Mane Wilton as Perdita), which must have 
gamed speaal point from Mr Charles Kean’s recent pro- 
duction of A Winter's Tale at the Prmcess’s (Miss Ellen 
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Terry as Manulius), is alive with genuinely comic ideas. 
Kean had evidently been pedanacally providing Bohemia 
with a legitimate sea-coast by changmg its name to 
Bithyma, and there is good play with that ^‘Time’* 
comes in useful too The moment Camillo and Polixenes 
have fled the Court, Leontes and “Time” enter simul- 
taneously 

Leontes Cairullo gone ^ 

Time Stop, you don’t know it yet 

Leontes I beg your pardon ' 

Time Time must first elapse 

But there’s no arguing with you jealous chaps ^ 

(To audience ) So 1 must leave to your imagination 
The time required for this embarkation 
Suppose them nearing now with favouring breeze 
Bohemia or Bithyma — which you please 
Now then, your Majesty, you may go on 
Leontes Then, as I said before Camillo gone^ 

Oh, traitor, villain, false disloyal slave 

He can exploit the comic value of an anti-chmax quite 
admirably Leontes raves on to Antigonus and the 
courtiers 

Go, bid the waves be calm when tempests roar 
Bid ratepayers be calm when at the door 
The poor-rate calls Bid those by rail who travel 
Be calm when Bradshaw’s mysteries they’d unravel 
Bid studious men be calm when ’neath their wnidies 
An organ boy kicks up his fearful shindies 
Bid anyone you please be calm, but don’t 
Bid me — 

Antigonus Well then, your Majesty, we won’t 
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This IS better than pedestnan punning. The plot of 
A Winter s Tale is in itself near enough to absurdity for 
burlesquing to have to do it no undue violence Anti- 
gonus is not killed and eaten, of course, and when in the 
last scene he re-enters, ''followed by the bear respectably 
dressed'\ we may even feel that Brough for the moment 
has perhaps a better sense of the fitness of things than 
had Shakespeare. 

A caricaturist, it would seem, will only amuse us 
while he preserves — and subtly encourages m us — some 
respect and affection for his origmals , beyond this pale 
he the savageries of Hogarth and Gdlray You cannot, 
for this reason, burlesque Shakespeare’s tragedies very 
ruthlessly, since we so innately respect them, though 
when you have a Frederick Robson to write for (of 
whom Henry Morley’s admiring complamt was only 
that he did not play the parts themselves, Shylock, Mac- 
beth, Lear) it may seem worth while to try Macbeth’s 
entrance upon the blasted heath with Banquo "under an 
umbrella’* will be funny enough for a start, but when it 
comes to the murder of Duncan, one is only conscious of 
msult The Greek Legends are more removed we few of 
us feel an mstmctive aestheac loyalty to Zeus and the 
Heroes. But even here there is aU the difference m effect 
between Planche’s treatment of them and, say, Bumand’s 
It would be a difference hard to prove in a court of law, 
one cannot weigh taste and tact in such scales The 
impertmences are ponderably the same, and we cannot 
swear that even Planche never slips uncomfortably near 
the edge of vulgarity But there is a redeeming fanciful- 
ness about him, a touch of romance, the necessary latent 
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respect Talfourd sets gods and heroes alike playing the 
fool outrageously; even so, he knows how to keep a 
spice of dignity in reserve Brough will at least preserve 
some sense of character in all he does But with Burnandit 
will be buffoonery unashamed Operas and melodramas 
seem, on the whole, to serve best for burlesquing; they 
are near enough to the edge of the ridiculous already to 
be pushed over without difficulty And the Arabian 
Nights prove a useful storehouse for somewhat the 
same reason with them we are m a fantastic world 

It was the pun, doubtless, which did most to sap the 

^ One may quote Henry Morley as witness for the prosecution here, 
and his Journal of a London Playjiyoer ‘ Take, for example, that notorious 
burlesque of Ixion, in which the brother of a Viscount not long ago made 
his debut as an actor and was thus advertised ‘Great success of the Hon 
Lewis Wingfield as Mmerva Other characters by the lovchest women 
m England * The whole success of the piece was made by dressmg up 
good-looking girls as mimortals lavish m display of leg and settmg them 
to sing and dance, or rather kick burlesque capers, for the recreaaon of 
fast blockheads If Miss Pelham only knew how she looks m the eyes of 
the better half of any audience when she comes forward with sandy 
beard and moustaches disfigurmg her face, and with long pink legs 
wriggling her body into the ungainly gestures of burlesque toemg and 
heelmg, the woman m her would rise in rebellion agamst the miserable 
vulgarity of the displav As for the Hon Lewis Wingfield, who dressed 
his thin figure m petticoats and spokt talsctto as Minerva — every man to 
his taste* His great success was an idiotic dance m petticoats that might 
stand for something in competitive cxaimnaaon for admission mto the 
Earls wood Asylum, but as a gentleman’s first bid for the honours of the 
English stage was a distressing sight to sec ** Morley was by no means 
a kill-joy critic He has constant praise for Planche, and for Brough, 
Talfourd and Byron too, when they will let their natural merriment tell 
“Only the blockheads”, he says, “would be enemies to broad burlesque, 
grotesque absurdity is fur source of recreation ” But he has no 
tolerance for vulgarity, and he is, it ma)^ be mentioned, very defimtely 
down upon the pun His judgment passed upon it is too long to quote, 
It can be found (should in)'one have occision to cast a punster forth 
from Club or Common Room with due forniahty) on p 247 of the 
1891 ediaon 




136 Harley Granville-Barker 

vitality of the burlesque of the ’sixaes — though, indeed, 
by the end of them, and before, the thmg had had its day 
and was fit for death* Byron came at last to punmng as 
a stammerer stammers, till the very sense of his nonsense 
would be obscured — and nothmg, of course, needs to be 
made clearer They punned and punned, he and the rest, 
till there were no puns left to make Then they could only 
repeat them, and, really, the pun served up cold for the 
seventh time is pretty poor fare At its best and freshest 
It is mechamcal humour, and what is mcchamcal, m 
humour as in all else, unrenewably wears out 

But It was not the pun, good or bad, which had won 
burlesque its success Talfourd could write really good 
comic verse when he chose, and he so enjoyed doing it 
that we often find passages asterisked ‘‘to be omitted m 
representation” — the hall-mark, this, of the “literary” 
dramatist Brough and Reece had their strong sense of 
comic character, and Byron can at least do excellent 
parody. Take the description of the “palace hftmg to 
eternal summer” in The Lady of Lyons In the burlesque 
It is, most appositely, the Crystal Palace, then lately set 
up on Sydenham HiU 

Claude If thou wouldst have me paint — 

Pauline I would Be quick* 

Claude (aside) Then I must lay it on extremely thick 
(Aloud ) The home to which, could love fulfil its prayers, 
This hand would lead thee (aside) up no end of stairs* 

(Aloud ) A flight of beauty such as ne’er did man see 
(Aside ) But m this instance quite a flight of fancy* 

(Aloud ) A palace in the winter and the summer 
Open to every decendy dressed comer, 
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who with the humble shilhng can come down 
(On Saturdays the charge is half a crown) , ^ 

With marble halls — each end a glassy tower 
(The trains start every quarter of an hour) 

At noon, when cooler much the air becomes, 

We’d sit among the Megathenwws 
And others with hard names — I scarce can tell ’em 
One from the other — nobody can spell ’em 
We’d have no friend with us the livelong day, 

Third parties, dear, are always in the way 

And when mght came, down at the railway station, 

Midst hundreds in a state of agitation, 

We’d guess which carriage should convey us home. 

As to the platform’s side the tram would come — 

Say, dost thou like the picture ? 

But now, perhaps, no one remembers the origmal, so 
the joke falls flat He can do a very stirring curse Take 
Edgar’s partmg from Lucy m Lucia dt Lammermoor 

Edgar What d’ye mean ^ I’m m a fog ^ Desist 
Lucy Continue in your fog, you won’t be mist 
Edgar A heartless, venerable joke ’ [Music tremoloso ) 
Oh, may 

You find that matrimony doesn’t pay^ 

May you soon find your fond adoring hub 
Pass his whole time at his convivial club, 

Unnl you hate lum , then when you can’t bear him 
May nothing from your presence ever tear him ’ 

May every play you go to turn out dull* 

May every evening party prove a mull * 

' Was this so> It ought, surely, to have been the cheap day The 
social historian of the period 'will do well to ghnce through these 
burlesques, they abound in clues 
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May he deny each debt by you incurred' 

May your dressmaker never keep her word * 

(Lucy whimpers, agony on all sides ) 

May you get table beer instead of Bass , 

Have sometlnng always wrong about your gas ^ 

May you, when you to breakfast come down late, 

Fmd they’ve black-leaded your stecl-polished grate ^ 
May Mudie never send you a new book ^ * 

And may you never get a sober cook * ^ ' 

There is the right shadow of the tragic behind this, 
and It throws a revealing light upon middle-class 
domestiaty m the Eightcen-Sixties 
One thing, by the way, must be remembered about 
these burlesques, they were not lengthy affairs Planch^ 
had after a while elaborated his extravaganzas into two 
acts, for the sake, supposedly, of more scenic display, and 
this may well have been a mistake But the typical 
burlesque was the affair of an hour, not more, split mto 
five or six scenes for variety's sake (front cloths alter- 
natmg with full sets, and nothmg very elaborate even 
about these) played through without any mterval — this 
was most important — for reflection At the Strand there 
would be at least two, but more probably three plays in 
the programme, which began at seven, that meant a 
comedy and a farce besides The burlesque would come 
at the end or m the middle If you had booked your seat 
you could dme comfortably and take it as a digestive, 
and such was the manly habit of the day It was a romp, 
a not of absurdity, and it pretended to be nothing else 
But much skill went to such rompmg , and here is 
another thmg to remember The actors who made their 
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name at the Strand — and made its name also — ^were not 
the old-fashioned clownmg low comedians They were 
to be the accomplished comedy actors of the next decade 
or so, and one reason at least for the Strand’s declme 
was that they found this new vocation Mane Wilton, 
Lottie Venne, David James, Thomas Thome, Edward 
Terry, and, from elsewhere, Carlotta and Rose Leclercq, 
Mrs John Wood, Lionel Brough, and even Charles 
Wyndham^ — it was the blending of their sort of skill 
with the quieter, dryer style of Bancroft, Hare and the 
Kendals which produced the standard comedy actmg of 
the two or three decades to follow — and a pretty high 
standard too ^ There were critics who said of Mrs Bancroft 
that she never quite lost the bounce of her burlesque days 
For “bounce” read “ vitality ’’—and we may add that it 
was as well she didn’t, that it would have been as well, 
moreover, if this particular quahty had not been allowed 
to peter so politely to vanishing point in a yet later phase 
of English actmg 

GILBERT 

Gilbert threw his hat mto the rmg m 1866 with Dul- 
camara, or the little Duck and the Great Quack, a burlesque 
of Domzetti’s VEltsir d'Amorc He owed the commission 
for it to T W Robertson and he wrote it m ten days 
(he could have found no great difficulty m domg that^) 
It was a success, and he went mdustriously to work upon 
others a Robert the Devil, a Merry Zw^ara, or the Tipsy 
Gipsy and the Ptpsy Wipsy {The Bohemian Girl), a La 
Vtvandtere, or True to the Corps {The Daughter of the 
Regiment) , a Pretty Druidess {Norma) , not to mention a 
’ The list could be lengthily added to. 
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pantomime, Harlequin Cock Robin and Jenny Wren No 
one would pretend that the Gilbert of the operas is patent 
m them, he was to be the result of much evolution The 
mterestmg thing is rather that they are cut quite to con- 
ventional pattern, that the jingling dialogue may some- 
times be as poor, the puns as execrable — and often worse — 
than was usual , and (to have done with this side of it) that 
there are even passages in sufficiently bad taste The 
authentic Gilbert can be discerned there, nevertheless 
There are two ways of developing ability in an art 
The one, and doubtless the nobler, is to go out into the 
desert and await inspiration, and when it has worked its 
will on you — well, what you have written you have 
written But this, for some reason, seldom proves to 
be the right approach to the vulgar art of the theatre 
The other plan is to serve your apprenticeship as you 
would to carpentermg or house-paintmg, carrying out 
your orders with quickness and despatch and making the 
momentary best of them, such as they are Then, when 
you are master of your trade, produce masterpieces — 
if you can This was Shakespeare’s plan, and (compari- 
sons apart) it was Gilbert’s too 
He brings, needless to say, immediate vigour to the 
business He can, for mstance, rival, if not better, his in- 
structors with the British priest’s tirade in The Pretty 
Druidess against the practical jokes of the Roman soldier 
who has been billetted on him (whose sense of humour 
was apparently not unlike the youthful Gilbert’s own) * 

Oroviso The fellow’s one interminable hoax, 

Begins his senseless irritating jokes 
As soon as he gets up — while still it’s dark 
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Adalgise. A healthy custom — rising with the lark ^ 
Orovtso Who stuffs the priest’s armchair with pms 
and needles ? 

Who fills the priest’s umbrella with black-beadles e 
Who pulls the priest’s moustachios by the roots ? 

Who sends the priest ficatious cheques on Coutts ’ 
Who places cactus in his trouser legs, 

Who takes and hard boils all his new laid eggs » 

Who treads upon his toes until he hmps » 

Who fills his sacerdotal boots with shrimps ? . 

and so on and so on He can do an excellent knock-down 
pun as when (m The Merry Ztngara) Thaddeus and Max 
confess 

We’re refugees from Poland, all the way 
Our country shall avenge our wrongs some day. 
Warsaw triumphant once we thought we foresaw, 
That isn’t now the case, but wice- Warsaw^ 

— and do as well and better with the pun-cumulative, 
when Thaddeus a httle later saves Arline from the deadly 
attack of — a small sucking pig, which he brmgs m upon 
one arm, the child clinging to the other 

Thaddeus Your daughter safely to you I restore, 

My trusty Enfield settled that small bore 
No thanks — a t-rijle^ 

Florestcm He don’t care a fig 

Call that a small boar — why, it’s very pig^ 

Count That she’s uninjured let me be assured, 

Her body’s safe, although her skirt is gored 

Thaddeus My bullet reached his heart before he 
crunched her 

The beast had almost munched her 
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Count. What a munchterl 

Florestem (sees wound in Arlme's shoulder) He’s been a- 
bitmg her — her hfe blood drawing 
Count A-bitinge Oh dear me, this is * 

Her fate was almost sealed — a frightful death 
Florestem A fact that this indenture witnesseth ^ 

Count (to Thaddeus) She would have perished in the 
monster’s jaws, 

If you’d not introduced your savmg claws 
You'Ujom our sports — among our friends we rank you. 
You’ll stop a day 5 

Devilshoof (ojfficiously) We will A month 
Count (coldly) Oh, thank you! 

(Fondling Arline.) I love this very best of pipsy-wipsies 
(Shaking hands with Devilshoof) I’ve a particular respect for 
gipsies 

(Shaking hands with hunters ) Hunters, I worship, as I said 
before 

(Shaking hands with Florestem ) I love all nephews (Kissing 
Buda ) Nurses I adore 
Mankind at large I love, my heart’s so big , 

(Sees pig ) I’m also very fond of suckmg pig 

He must indeed be young and superior who cannot 
laugh at that N otice, incidentally, the skill and economy 
with which the effects are made , the puns come m with 
the right emphatic rhythm, and there is not a wasted Ime 
And here, very certainly, at the opening of Robert the 
Devil IS the authentic, if stdl immature Gilbert 

Lord Margate and five companions discovered at the Grand Mulets 
on Mont Blanc 

Lord Margate Marquis of Cranborne’s Alley’s leave I cry. 
Lord PentonviUe’s, and yours. Sir Peckham Rye 
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You all remember, when we left the shore 
Of Rule Bntannia, we in concert swore 
We’d do our best on reaching these locahties 
To show our undisputed nationakties , 

To show contempt in everything that we did 
Tell me, my comrades, how have we succeeded ^ 

Marquis oj C A I’ve sworn at all who hindered my re- 
searches 

Lord P iVe worn my hat in all the foreign churches 
Sir P R On all their buildings I’ve passed verbal strictures, 
And poked my walking sack through all their pictures 
I only carry it about for that use. 

Marquis of C A I’ve decorated all their pubhc statues 
Lord P When Frenchmen have conversed with me or 
you 

iVe always turned the talk to Waterloo 
Lord M I’ve half a dozen Frenchmen tried to teach 
That I’m twelve uines as brave and strong as each, 

And showed that this corollary must follow, 

One Enghshman can thrash twelve Frenchmen hollow. 

In fact, my friends, wherever we have placed ourselves, 

I may say we have thoroughly disgraced ourselves. 

From the beginning, too, Gilbert scored notably by his 
faculty, amply developed as Bab m the pages of Fun, for 
turning out amusmg lyrics There was the heavy handicap 
that they had to be written to well-known tunes This cus- 
tom m burlesque had inevitably left that side of it poor, 
even Planche’s apatude for neat rhyming had been at a 
loss The only gam lay m an entire parody of some 
popular song, but this, at best, was a mcchamcal busmess. 
Gilbert’s metrical agility had its final traimng over these 
obstacles But he detested them, and, m after years, one 
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of the greatest sacrifices he could make to Sulhvan was 
to set words to a tune. 

A trio in Robert the Devil to the tune of he Dieu et 
la Bayadhe is forward-looking 

Oh, animosity and villainous verbosity, 

Perpetual precocity and fabulous ferocity, 

And venomous velocity and every other -ocity 
In planning an atrocity or compassing a crime* 

He was to rmg many useful changes upon that And here, 
m the probationary Dulcamara, is something almost as 
typical, a quartette to be simg to the air of The Sugar 
Shop — whatever that was* The “happy villagers” are 
welcommg Sergeant Belcore and his soldiers 

Adma. If you intend to stay with us, before you’ve been 
a day with us, 

You’ll learn the proper way with us, of saying what you 
say to us 

Each speech should have a pun m it, with very foohsh 
fun in it — 

And if you can’t bring one in it — you’d better stop away 

But there is further significance in this Set it beside the 
quite unusually elaborated “apology” to the audience, 
which ends The Pretty Druidess, written three years later, 
the last of these conventional burlesques that he was to 
write 

Norma So ends our play I come to speak the tag, 
With downcast eyes, and faltcrmg steps that lag 
I’m cowed and conscience-stricken, for to-mght 
We have, no doubt, contributed our mite 
To justify that topic of the age. 
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The degradation of the Enghsh stage. 

More courage to my task I p’raps might bnng, 

Were this a drama with real everything, 

Real cabs, real hme-hght too, in which to bask, 

Real turnpike keepers, and real Grant and Gask^* 

But no, the piece is commonplace, grotesque, 

A solemn folly, a proscribed burlesque ^ 

So for burlesque I plead Forgive our rhymes , 

Forgive the jokes you’ve heard five thousand times, 
Forgive each breakdown, cellar flap and clog, 

Our low-bred songs, our slangy dialogue. 

And — above all — oh, eye with double barrel, 

Forgive the scantiness of our apparel 

It could not be better, and it could not be more loyally 
done, but Gilbert must have known from the be- 
ginning — how should he not^ — what this burlesque 
game was worth, and now he is pretty certain that 
the game is up And the history of his career, in its 
consequence to the English theatre, is the history of 
his creating something of permanent value (though in- 
tensely individual and not to be further developed after 
him) out of the wreck and the rubbish of it. Savoy 
Opera, that is to say His progress is mstructive, from 
the throwmg over of the pun, through the abandorung of 
jinglmg rhyme for prose (in Thespis, his first work done 
with SuUivan), the insistence upon origmal music 

* C f The Pruitcsi (the skit upon Tennyson’s poem that was the 
foundation of Prmass Ida), Scene 3 

Let Swan scccdc from Edgar — Grant from Cask, 

Scweli from Cross — Lewis from A//cnby — 

In other words, let Chaos come again 

I have not so far identified tlie actual drama, which so abounded with 
“real everything ” I suspect something by Boucicault at the Adelphi 
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written to his lyrics, the rejection of the men playmg 
women and the women playmg men, the forbidding of 
“gags”, and finally to the stem disciplme of his stage- 
management at the Savoy itself Very trivial matters, 
no doubt, sub specie aeternitatis, and they consummate 
mere triviahty ^ But if we are to heed them and the fruit 
of them at all we must take them as seriously as Gilbert 
had to in his strivmgs 

His later work is outside my present provmce He 
earned the reputation of being a “difficult” man He 
was probably no more difficult than any man will be 
who knows what he wants and is determined to get it. 
He had laboured tenaciously and patiently at his own 
task, and he could be unremittmgly patient with his 
actors labourmg at theirs — as long as he saw that it was 
honest and modest labour. But he knew well enough 
that what he wanted, simple as it might seem in its final 
effect, was not to be gained without an mfmite takmg of 
pams Over twenty years he had taken pams with his own 
talent, tiU it could rank, in its land, as gemus Set Dulcamara 
beside The Mikado and measure the difference between 
the two The old slapdash days had been jolly enough , 
he could always affectionately laugh at the memory of 
them. But now, if anything was to be done with Enghsh 
dramatic art, discipline was needed 

It was, I believe, this disciplinary change in the conduct 
of the theatre upon which its phenomenal advance to- 
wards the end of the century was based Macready had 
bitterly complained of the sordid condition of things, 
Charles Kean and his wife had done their best to reform 
them, Phelps was an honest worker, but the 'fifties and 
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’sixties still saw the Enghsh theatre, as a whole, in a state 
of slovenly chaos, redeemed, when it could be redeemed, 
only by the sheer vitahty of an mdividual figure or two. 
Then came its disciplming to a standard of all-round 
accomplishment undreamt of before, and to a standard 
of civilised behaviour, by Irving, the Bancrofts and the 
Kendals, by Hare and Wyndham, by Sydney Grundy 
and Henry Arthur Jones and, most particularly, by Pmero 
and Gdbert And Gilbert’s task was, for obvious reasons, 
the hardest of all But smgle-handed he succeeded, 
where Planche — aiming, it is true, a little differently — 
had but aspired and (for all the charm of what he did 
amid much merited applause) finally failed Out of the 
debris of extravaganza and burlesque Gilbert made some- 
thing consistent in form, and sanely coimc m spint, 
worthy to rank as art 

There is a scene in The Yeoman of the Guard where 
Jack Point takes service under the Lieutenant of the 
Tower, who listens with set face to his sample jests 

Lieut Can you give nie an example ^ Say that I had sat 
me down hurriedly on something sharp ^ 

Point Sir, I should say that you had sat down on the spur 
of the moment 

Lieut I don’t think much of that Is that the best you 
can do » 

Point It has always been much admired, sir, but we wiU 
try agaui. 

Lieut Well, then, I am at dinner and the joint of meat is 
but half cooked 

Point Why, then, sir, I should say — that what is underdone 
cannot be helped 
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Lieut I see I think that manner of thing would be some- 
what irntatmg 

Point. At first, sir, perhaps, but use is everything, and you 
would come m time to hke it 

But there is no sign that the Lieutenant will. He de- 
parts, looking very much as a man may look after read- 
ing a round dozen of those mid-Victorian burlesques. 
After him exit Jack Pomt, crestfallen. And exit v^th him 
and finally (did Gilbert think as he wrote it ?), folio wmg 
Blanche’s bemgner shade, Byron, Brough, Burnand, 
Reece, Talfourd and the rest Well they had served 
their turn* Of how many of us will much more be 
said?* 

* The niatenal for this slapdash study has been by no means easy 
to come by, and I record my thanks for much kindly help m my search 
for It — first to Lady Gilbert herself, to Mr Cyril Hogg and Mr Arthur 
Elsbury of French’s, to Mr Towndey Searle of whose bibliography of 
Gilbert I have made full use , to Mr Rupert D’Oyly Carte, Mr Geoffrey 
Chilton, Miss Rowland Grey, Miss Ethel Dickens, Mr J G Wilson, and, 
needless to say, to the staff at the British Museum and at the London 
Library 
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By C L. Graves 

Punch, founded in 1841 by a group of journalists and 
authors, in the course of the next twenty years developed 
from a free-lance journal of distinctly Radical colour mto 
an interpreter of enhghtened middle-class opmion, and 
was already a household word and almost a naaonal 
msutuuon 

Tins development was in no respect more marked 
than m Punches altered attitude towards the Monarchy 
It had begun even before the death m 1857 of his most 
truculently democratic contributor, Douglas Jerrold, 
whose attacks on Court patronage, courtiers, and above 
all on the Germamsm, the alleged mtervention m high 
pohtics, the notions of sport and passion for tailoring of 
the Pruice Consort, were merciless m their frankness. 
Though loyalty to the person of the Queen was mam- 
tamed, she was not exempt from disrespectful caricature 
— as m the cartoon of the old and prohfic woman who 
hved m a shoe The acute animus of this anti-Albert- 
lamsm abated, as the result of the Prince’s signal services 
m connection with the Exhibition of 1851, after which 
he was granted a comparative immumty from ridicule, 
but the revulsion of fecimg did not mamfest itself fully 
until his deatli m 1 861 It is worth noting that Thackeray,^ 

^ Thackeray ceased to be an acuve member of the staiF m 1854, 
though he attended the weekly meetings tdl a few days before his 
death in 1863 
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the most famous of all the members of the Punch staff 
who took an active part m this baiting of the Prmce — 
witness the ternble sonnet on his exploits as a slayer of 
stags — resigned his post on the ‘'table'' largely m con- 
sequence of Douglas Jerrold’s acrimonious attacks on 
Napoleon III, whose hfe was subsequently written in 
a spint of sustained eulogy by Jerrold’s eldest son. 

Gilbert a Beckett (Thackeray’s a Beckett the Beak) 
died in 1856, and Henry Mayhew, another of the 
founders, and the first of philanthropic journalists who 
took the poor of London as their theme, had quitted the 
table before i860 The Editor, Mark Lemon, ex-brewer 
and tavern keeper, was a most prolific joumahst and 
playwright, Falstaffian in physique, as his portraits show, 
and convivial in temperament He was known as 
“Uncle Mark”, but he was neither a tvicked nor a 
usurious uncle He worked at first for a salary of thirty 
s hillin gs a week and saved the paper in its early days from 
disaster by the money he earned from his plays The 
debt that Punch owes him is generously summed up m 
Lord Sumner's article in the D N B when he says that 
“during the twenty-mne years of his control Punch not 
only attamed the position of a social power, and numbered 
amongst its contributors almost all the humonsts of the 
day, but it was singularly free from all virulence, undue 
personality, or grossness — the best proof that there can 
be of the purity and good nature of Lemon’s smgularly 
amiable and honest rmnd" 

Mark Lemon in early years had proved his capaaty of 
assertmg himself m signal fashion when, against the 
opimon of his entire staff— who considered it unsuitable 
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for a comic journal — he decided to publish Hood’s 
Song of the Shirt, the greatest poem that ever appeared in 
Punch More than twenty years later, when the unhappy 
memories of the American War were still fresh, and 
before the resentment caused by the atatude of England 
had altogether died down, he showed his good judgment 
and good feelmg by invitmg Artemus Ward to contri- 
bute to his columns It was accepted with alacrity, for 
Artemus Ward had long cherished the ambition of 
writmg for Punch, and led to the series Artemus Ward tn 
London which appeared in 1 866 

The inner staff m i860 consisted of Mark Lemon, 
editor, Tom Taylor, Horace Mayhew, Shirley Brooks, 
Percival Leigh, John Leech, John Tenniel, and Henry 
Silver 

Percival Leigh, who when he died m 1889 was the last 
survivor of the early writers m Punch, was the intimate of 
Thackeray and Leech and, like so many of the Punch men, 
a good amateur actor He is best remembered for the 
text of Mr Ftps hys Diary (1849), illustrated by Doyle, and 
was one of the earliest humorous writers to apply ancient 
phraseology to modern life and manners, and remained 
a valued contributor tiU his death. 

Tom Taylor, Fellow of Trimty College, Cambridge, 
and for a while Professor of Enghsh Literature at 
University College, London, was one of the most 
popular dramatists of his time, and was the friend and 
hohday companion of Charles Kingsley and Tom 
Hughes 

Henry Silver, though he was a regular and voluminous 
contributor durmg the dozen years or so durmg which he 
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belonged to the “table”, is chiefly worthy of grateful 
remembrance for his service m mtroducmg Charles 
Keene to the notice of Mark Lemon. He is also re- 
markable for being the only Punch man who amassed a 
fortune — though not by his pen — for he died worth a 
milhon 

Horace Mayhew, the brother of Henry, did not carry 
great guns, but excelled as a sprightly paragraphist 

Shirley Brooks, editor of Punch from 1871 to 1874, 
when he was succeeded by Tom Taylor, was, m the 
words of Mr Spielmann, the historian o( Punch, “perhaps 
the most brilhant and useful all-round man who ever 
wrote for Punch' \ He was equally successful m verse and 
prose, excelling m poems on ceremonial occasions or on 
departed worthies — the verses on Lincoln were from his 
pen — he was the chief cartoon-suggester m his time, and, 
last but not least, conceived and carried out for twenty 
years the idea of a weekly summary of the debates at 
Westmmster under the ntle of “Essence of Parhament ” 
These articles differ toto caelo from those of the late Sir 
Henry Lucy m which personahties and points of pro- 
cedure were so effectively exploited; but they are 
mcomparably superior in their handhng of really im- 
portant measures Shirley Brooks was a great journalist 
and something more, he had grace and a real msight mto 
the thmgs that matter His report of the Debate on the 
Reform Bill (May 20, 1867), m which John Stuart Mill 
nearly converted Punch to Woman Suffrage, is both 
ampler and fairer than many of the dramatised reports of 
important discussions m Parliament which appear in the 
daily press of to-day 
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Frank Bumand, whose first contnbution m 1863 soon 
led to his promotion to the “table”, made his mark at 
once by his burlesques of novehsts, and above all by his 
Happy Thoughts (1866) ongmally published in serial 
form, the best of all his works, relying on humorous 
observation and almost entirely free from the puns which 
were his besettmg sm 

Yet, strong though Mr Punch's team was on the hterary 
side, the men of the pencil m the ’sixties conferred an 
even greater lustre on his fame Charles Keene, by 
general consent the greatest black-and-white artist who 
ever adorned the pages of Punch, had made his first 
appearancem 1851, but was not promoted to the “table” 
till i860 He never took a prominent part m the dis- 
cussions over a cartoon, seldom onginated a joke, and 
was almost entirely dependent upon his friends — notably 
Mr Joseph Crawhall — for suggestions; was never at his 
ease m depictmg “swells” or great ladies, but has left m 
his pictures for Punch a wonderful “Comedie Humame” 
of the middle-class England 111 mid-Victorian times, 
drawn with a faithfulness which appeals to the many and 
a technical mastery that can only be appreciated by the 
few 

John Leech, who died in 1864 while still m full 
command of his powers, left a gap which has never been 
filled. His career had many phases, for he was responsible 
in the early numbers of Punch for some of the most 
powerful cartoons that ever appeared m its pages — 
notably the Poor Man s Friend (Feb 22, 1845) showang 
Death standing over the gaunt emaciated figure of a victim 
of the ‘ ‘ Hungry ’Forties ’ ’ lymg on a truckle bed He could 
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be daringly unconventional, as m the picture of a woman 
of the street. The Social Evil; but his most conspicuous 
services were rendered m his social and huntmg cuts, m 
his delineation of ingenuous youth, of precocious 
schoolboys, and above all of the buxom, ardess, unin- 
tellectual young person — at archery meetings or on the 
seashore, or m the ballroom Leech’s girls did not shine 
in repartee or wit, they were sentimental, femirune, and 
unsophisacated, but always good-humoured and good to 
look at His huntmg pictures were based on first-hand 
experience Some of Ins followers have excelled him m 
drawmg a horse or m the suggesaon of the huntmg 
landscape , none have approached him in his appreciation 
of the humours of the chase 
John Tenniel, who jomed the staff m 1 8 50 and was at the 
top of his form m the ’sixties, was marked out for the 
post of Punch's prermer cartoomst, as Mr Spielmann has 
epigrammatically observed, not only by Nature but by 
the Pope. Had it not been for the “Papal Aggression” 
campaign — caused by the Pope’s appomtmg archbishops 
and bishops to Enghsh sees — Richard Doyle would not 
have resigned and no operung would have been made for 
Tenniel The strength and hmitations of Tenmel are 
admirably summed up by Mr Spielmann in his History of 
Punch” Tenniel’s school traimng was neghgible, his 
anatomy was often to seek, he never bothered about 
accuracy of details, m regard to which he was the dia- 
metrical opposite of Samboume, whose work, by the 
way, he cordially admired But he had a natural m- 
stmct for the grand style, which enabled him to treat 
great subjects greatly, though, as we know, he was 
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equally successful as an illustrator of the fancies of little 
people 

Of all the “new boys” who were enhsted under the 
banner of Mr Punch in the ’sixties none was more happdy 
endowed for the enlargement and refinement of his out- 
look than George du Mauner Bom m 1834 he con- 
tributed his first picture to Punch m i860 and was 
promoted to the “ table ” in 1 864 Thus, for four years he 
acted as a most valuable complement to Leech in dealing 
with the manners and modes of society before entermg 
on his unchallenged reign, which lasted till his death m 
1896, as the supreme delineator of Victorian Soaety m its 
old exclusive phase before it had become amorphous, 
unwieldy, cosmopohtan and plutocratic To borrow 
what I have written elsewhere, “he was the finest and 
best equipped of the commentators and critics of the old 
regime, who recogmsed its distinction and its drawbacks 
and satirised with impartial ridicule decadent aristocrats 
and vulgar intruders” 

Du Manner was an early promoter of the entente 
cordiale by refusmg to perpetuate the old tradition of 
representing the Frenchman as a fussy, gesticulatmg 
figure, ridiculous m the huntmg-field or m the domam 
of sport As the writer of the memorial lines m Punch 
after his death rightly observed 

He brought from two great lands the best of both 
In one fine nature blent 
Lover of English strength and Gallic grace, 

Of British beauty, or of soul or face 
Unhke Leech he credited women with wit — his girls 
were not “shallow brained” He was always happy m 
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his legends, some of them contributed by Canon Amger, 
but mostly his own, and always m keepmg with the 
personages depicted They talked as they looked — 
thoroughbred, not hke the genteel suburbanites of 
most of his successors Nor must one forget his admirable 
skill and fidelity m portraying the elegances and eccen- 
tricities of fashion, gorgeous and msolent flunkeys, and 
huge but benovolent dogs, or his excursions mto the 
realm of nightmare Like Keene, he took little interest 
m pohtics, and Sir Bernard Partridge has told me that at 
the weekly dimiers, when the busmess of the evemng 
began, he would put up his legs on another chair, cover 
his head with a handkerchief, and say “Now while you 
clever old cockalorums are settimg your cartoons, I’m 
going to have forty winks” 

Linley Samboume, who began to draw for Punch in 
1 867, soon improved out of all recogmtion on the pleasmg 
but almost amateurish small cuts which he contributed m 
the late ’sixties His development was truly astomshmg, 
and in fifteen years — his best work was done ui the ’eighties 
— his consummate draughtsmanship, combmed with a 
truly masterly command of design, went far to justify 
the view, strongly upheld by many good judges, French 
as well as English, that he and not Charles Keene was the 
greatest of our black-and-white artists His style was his 
own and immitable, he did not mfluence the younger 
artists as Leech, du Manner, and Keene had done. But 
It IS worth recording that Phil May once said m reply 
to a question as to his trammg, “ all I know I learned from 
Sammy” “Sammy” was not only a great artist but a 
most lovable and gemal companion, with a wonderful 
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gift for Malapropisms — which he was suspected of 
dehberately cultivating — and endeared to his colleagues 
by his engaging foibles as well as his goodness of heart. 

The movement of Punch from the Left to the Left 
Centre and then to the Right Centre was not only due to 
the disappearance ofjerrold and the mcreasmg popularity 
of the Monarchy, it was m no small measure due to the 
influences which conspired to make the *sixacs peaceful 
and prosperous For this decade chronologically and 
spintually represents mid-Victonanism in excelsts It 
was the age of non-mtervention the only war m which 
we were actively engaged was the Abyssiman campaign 
The ambitions and enterprises of the French emperor 
caused England no httle anxiety, and gave a stimulus to 
the volunteer movement Punch reluctantly acquiesced 
in England’s neutrahty m the matter of the Schleswig- 
Holstem campaign and its formidable sequel His 
sympathies with the Risorgimento and with Garibaldi, 
who on Ins visit to England was described as “a dear old 
weatherbeaten angel”, were freely expressed but m- 
volved no risk of our bemg drawn uito the conflict 

In the War of the North and South his record is less 
immune from criticism He “backed the wrong horse” 
throughout, though it may be urged in extenuation that 
the cause of the South was favoured by all classes , that 
It appealed to Mr Gladstone — of whom Punch was a 
fervent admirer in the ’sixties — and that the Duke of 
Argyll and John Bright were the only British statesmen, 
and The Spectator the only British newspaper of any 
standmg who supported the North But there is no 
excuse for Punch's failure to recogmse the existence of 
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any idealism m Lmcoln, whom he persistently mahgned 
and misrepresented until his death. His amende was 
handsome and complete 

Yes, he had hved to shame me from my sneer, 

To lame my pencil and confute my pen — 

To make me own tins hind of princes peer, 

The rail-sphtter a true-born King of men — 
but the tnbute lost its virtue by bemg delayed until the 
death of the greatest of Americans 
Much more mcxcusablc was Punch's failure to render 
justice to the idcahsm of our cotton operatives who 
espoused a cause which was not only unpopular, but the 
promotion of which entailed the mamtenance of that 
blockade which caused widespread distress and misery. 
The real heroes in Enghsh pubhc hfe m 1861-5 were the 
Lancashire cotton-spmners 

In spite of local distress, the general prosperity of 
England was enough to mmister to national complacency. 
Punch was a Free-Trader and he was confirmed m his 
adhesion to that doct^fine by the wonderful series of 
Gladstone’s budgets m the ’sixties, when there never 
was a deficit, when expenditure hardly ever exceeded 
^70,000,000, and when the mcome-tax was reduced to 
4d Punch recognised the great qualities of Lord Palmer- 
ston — while ahvc to his opportumsm — and of Lord 
Derby, and handsomely acknowledged the courage and 
persistence of Disrach, but on the whole Mr Gladstone 
was the statesman who throughout the ’sixties secured his 
most benevolent consideraaon, while Disraeh, alike by his 
pohey and his physique, lent himself most readily to 
criticism and caricature Punch was not an anti-Semite, 
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and had vigorously supported the long campaign for 
Jewish emanapation from avil disabihties, but the 
Oriental strain in “Dizzy”, his flamboyant rhetoric, and 
the love of gorgeous upholstery in his novels which 
mspired the parodies of Thackeray, were distasteful to the 
John Bulhshness of Punch, and this antagomsm emerges 
again and again in the cartoons and pohacal aracles of 
this period 

Punch's insularity was not so intense as m the ’forties 
and ’fifties, but he cannot be said to have been a lover of 
foreigners He distrusted their rulers and statesmen, and 
combmed a reluctant acquiescence m our neutrahty m 
1864 and 1866 with strong and bitter criticism of Austna 
and Prussia — espeaally the latter, whose desire to possess 
a Fleet in particular inspired lum to rather silly sarcasm 
alternating with serious misgiving It is hard to dis- 
sociate his espousal of the cause of Poland from the fact 
that Russia supported the North in the American civil 
war, or his enthusiasm for Garibaldi from his antipathy 
to the Vatican In the recurrent mvasion scares which 
agitated this period Punch pooh-poohed the extra- 
vagance of the alarimsts, but cordially supported the 
Volunteer movement, and deprecated its disparagement 
by the Regulars, though fully alive to die humours of 
amateur soldiermg On the question of the Suez Canal 
m 1861 Punch committed himself to the rash assertion 
that tins “impossible trench” would never be cut, and 
applauded the Government view that if it could be made, 
“we ought not for pohacal reasons to allow it, but as it 
could not be made, the wise course was to let the specu- 
lators rum themselves and diddle the Pacha” 
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It IS easy to be wise after the event, and as a set-off to 
Punches unfulfilled or wholly erroneous forecasts we may 
note that he predicted aerial air service to Pans m 1870, 
anticipated even earher the advent of Big Berthas and 
air raids on a colossal scale, and when the typewriter was 
exhibited m London in 1867 gave a fantastic but sub- 
stantially accurate summary of the possibdities of an 
mvention which has revolutiomsed the prospects of the 
superfluous woman 

In the sphere of Home polmcs, PuncKs record is 
marred by very few lapses from a consistent support of 
all measures that made for progress, humamty, and the 
fusion of classes. Much as he admired Palmerston, he 
welcomed the end of the regime of “ masterly mactivity ” 
which retarded the enlargement of the Franchise, though 
admitting that the Bill of 1867 was robbed of much of its 
grace by the party strategy summed up m Lord Derby’s 
famous phrase about “dishmg the Wings” It is true 
that Punch had adopted a more critical attitude towards 
the working man, and the tyranny of the Trade Umons, 
but this did not prevent his espousuig the cause of the 
workers when the conditions were bad — c g domestic 
servants— the hours long and the wages madequate As 
the champion of working cluldren, he was heart and soul 
with Lord Shaftesbury m his successful crusades agamst 
the Agricultural gangs and the tyranmes of master 
sweepers, and in his mstitution of Ragged Schools He 
never wearies m his onslaughts on the maladimnistration 
of the Poor Law by lax and ignorant guardians Punch 
may claim to have been one of the pioneers of the ‘‘Play 
Centres” movement by advocating “Ragged play- 
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grounds” on the excellent principle that “if we mean to 
teach the ragged young idea, we must give heed to the 
ragged body likewise”. Punch thought that reclamation 
should begm at home He had no sympathy with 
Bornoboola-Gha, and a famous cartoon of Tenmers 
represents a little London street Arab appealing to 
Bntanma as she looks through a telescope at imssion- 
anes overseas, with the words “Please ’m, am’t we black 
enough to be cared for?” Sweated labour m the West 
End millinery shops comes under his lash in 1863. Where 
hygiene, housmg, and samtation were concerned Punch 
refused to beheve that landlords were altogether to 
blame, but does not acquit the Government officials, and 
at times felt that a httle more paternal government d la 
Bismarck would be a good thmg 
Punch had no fear of the growth of mdustnahsm if 
humanely and wisely controlled and directed — as by 
Henry Schneider, the founder of the Barrow Steel 
Works He did not, however, favour the direct 
representation of Labour m Parhament, and his assump- 
non that “the best and broadest Liberahsm” sufficed for 
the needs of the workmg classes has long smee gone by 
the board. In earher years he had strongly combated the 
mamtenance of capital pumshment, and it is remarkable 
to note that his abandonment of this attitude was 
largely due to the speech made by John Stuart Mdl — a 
true humamtarian if ever there was one — on the measure 
mtroduced m 1868 to make executions private. In this 
same speech Mill had defended floggmg as “a most 
objectionable pumshment m ordmary cases, but a 
parucularly appropriate one for crimes of brutahty, 
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espeaally against women’’. Mill, it may be added, had 
been in the forefront of the movement for securing the 
prosecution of General Eyre for his drastic suppression 
of the riots in Jamaica Punch supported General Eyre 
throughout, and on the question of capital pumshment 
may have been influenced by the principle fas est et ah 
hoste docertf even though the opponent was undermimng 
his own position On more general grounds Punch, as an 
independent observer, might well admire and be im- 
pressed by the candour and detachment from party ties 
which marked Mill’s pohtical career 

In the ’fifties Punch had carried on a vehement cam- 
paign agamst Papal aggression In the ’sixties he was 
still capable of bangmg the “No Popery” drum as 
loudly as ever — witness his fury at the exultation of the 
Irish Roman Catholics who “hurrooed” for the Pope 
and groaned for Garibaldi, when Rome was occupied by 
the French at the close of 1862 Rome — Papal Rome — 
was still to him the Scarlet Lady, a red rag to John Bull, 
but the more immediate objects of his ammosity were 
the Rituahsts and supporters of the Confessional in the 
Anghcan Church Fligh Anglican Ritualism was to him 
the chambermaid of the Vatican as for the Confessional, 
it was “a dangerous and disgustmg practice” This 
ammosity led to the pubhcation of many pictures and 
cartoons— notably that of “the Brompton Area-Sneak” 
— which verged on the brutal His attacks on Father 
Ignatius throughout 1864 and 1865 were sometimes 
amusing, for the “mock monk” laid himself open to 
ridicule, but more often deviated mto sheer scurrility 
Punch treated all, or nearly all Ritualists as if they were on 
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the level of Father Ignatius, an extreme obscurantist 
who fulnuiiated agamst the Higher Cnaasm and all 
hberal theologians. Punch himself, it should be noted, 
was by no means an orthodox Churchman, for while 
he professed to represent the majonty of Enghsh 
Protestants and was avowedly Erastian m mamtaimng 
the supremacy of the Law Courts m all cases, he was no 
rigid upholder of Evangehcahsm, Kingsley and Maunce 
and Stanley were his heroes, and he was an ardent 
supporter of Jowett and Colenso agamst the heresy- 
hunters, and when Stanley's appomtment to the Deanery 
of Westimnster excited the lamentations of the Record, 
the organ of ultra-orthodox Evangehcalism, he sar- 
castically haded its disapproval as a convmang proof of 
the wisdom and justice of the appomtment Stdl, this was 
an improvement on his references to the “vipenne 
expectorations" of the Editor of the Tablet m earlier 
years 

On the vexed quesaon of Irish Disestabhshment, 
Punch supported Mr Gladstone and acquiesced m the 
measure though not without misgivmgs lest it should be 
mterpreted as a concession to Feman mtimidation Thus m 
the cartoon Justice to Ireland, the figure of Justice is shown 
bhndfolded, with sword and scales enthroned m the 
background In front and at her feet Gladstone, laymg 
the Irish Church on a flammg altar, says “This is a 
sacrifice to Justice, not to Papists or assassms " But m the 
mam Punch m these years stood for comprehension and 
toleration he had far more sympathy with underpaid 
curates than opulent bishops and had little respect for the 
episcopal bench, if we except Temple and Tait. As m 
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earlier years he vigorously combated the notion that 
Sunday should be a day of gloom The extremes of 
Sabbatananism mvariably exated his mdignation and 
dension, as when early m i86i a controversy arose in 
Scotland as to whether the sale of imlk was permissible 
on Sunday The Day of Rest m his view need not be 
divorced from cheerfulness, but he had no sympathy 
with efforts to ‘‘brighten” rehgion by sensationahsm m 
the pulpit. 

But Punch did not confine his cntiasms to dissent and 
Romamsm He found the leaders of the Church of 
England lacking in the larger vision which he recogmsed 
m Livmgstone and Maurice The Pan-Anghcan Synod 
of 1867 moved him to compare the assembled bishops 
to a chorus of old washerwomen, who refused to be 
“worrited” with the great quesaons, theoretical or 
practical, which concerned the very existence of the 
Church of England, and were governed m their dehbera- 
tions by “impotent caution and misplaced decency” — 
a phrase which he borrowed from the Pall Mall Gazette 

Punch certainly could not be charged m the ’sixties 
with an excess of caution m the sphere of rehgious con- 
troversy But in closing this summary of his mcursions 
into the theological arena, I thmk he deserves unqualified 
praise for his handlmg of the attempts which were made 
to discredit Disraeli on the score of his rehgion — or 
irreligion — at the time of his first Premiership Punches 
attitude was all the more creditable because Disraeli was 
not one of his heroes Punch admired his great abilities, 
and congratulated him on achievmg his ambition m 
spue of failures and rebuffs But it was a reluctant 
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admiration, quite unlike that accorded to his great nval 
and opponent Mr Gladstone Disraeh had himself anaa- 
pated the attacks of the anti-Semitic critics m his first 
speech as Premier on March 5, 1868, when he said that 
m his position there were personal and pecuhar reasons 
which would aggravate the burden and augment the 
difficulties 

Punch's protest agamst this “campaign ofcunosity’ ’ took 
the form of an aracle headed “ The Modern Inquisition ” * 

Perhaps the Prenuer, who has now got to make a Bishop 
of Hereford will write one more letter and satisfy the British 
Booby on the subject of “Mr Disraeli's Rehgion", which 
appears to afflict divers Scarcely a day passes but some new 
conjectural impertinence, or some particularly unnecessary 
information is tossed out Mr Disraeli knows that Punch 
has not refrained from a great lot of good-natured allusions 
to the nationality of which the former is so justly proud, and 
It is possible that we may have many another cartoon of 
which he will be the smihng or scowhng hero But we 
protest against sneaking into a gentleman's study, and 
taking notes as to whether Prayer Book, Missal, Watts’s 
Hymns, Koran or Shaster, be most thumbed, and pubhshmg 
inferences Is this England or Amenca ? Wc do not 
habitually admire French legislation, but the late Edict 
against ransacking Private Life is not without its merits 
Somebody will be asking about our rehgion next, and will 
need all his own to bear the consequences* 

Space prevents my deahng with Punch's multifarious 
intrusions into other spheres of serious activity, and 
I must content myself with the briefest summary 
Towards Fermmsm m all its phases he had replaced 
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ndicule — often tasteless ndicule — ^by respect He was 
within an ace of being converted to Woman Suffrage by 
Mill, but in the end came down on the other side of the 
fence He was with some reserves on the side of throw- 
ing open the professions to women, and approved of the 
foundation of women’s colleges He was cntical of our 
pubhc schools and the excessive adulation of athletics, 
and strongly supported die reform of our older uni- 
versities In his patronage of art and letters he made no 
mistake m deahng with mediocrmes and he recognised 
Whisder and Meredith and Fred Walker long before 
their gemus was generally recognised He was hope- 
lessly wrong about Wagner, but so was nearly everyone 
in the ’sixties, when the Parisian Jockey Club hooted 
down Tarmhauser and cried “A bas Wagner, e’est le 
peut-fils du Due de Wellington” 

Punches activities as a critic of fashion in dress m the 
’sixties were chiefly displayed m his long, unremittmg 
and as he himself candidly admitted, meffectual campaign 
against the monstrosity of the crinoline It lasted as long 
as the siege of Troy — ten years — for it began m 1857 and 
It was not pronounced “gone” till 1867, the year m 
which another monstrosity loomed on the horizon m the 
person of the Claimant, whose arrival m England and 
recogmtion as the rightful heir was announced in the 
columns of Punch Even at the outset of the campaign 
Punch seems to have recogmsed its futihty when he 
wrote 

The more you scoff, the more you jeer, 

The more the women persevere 

In wearing this apparel queer 
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But his pessimism did not cause him to relax his efforts 
All his resources of pen and pencil were mobihsed for the 
attack, which was begun by Leech and carried on by du 
Manner and Samboume When the monster fell it was 
not by force of arms assisted by guile as in the parallel 
campaign against Troy, but by its own absurdity, 
through the weariness of its supporters, and above all m 
consequence of its adoption by domestic servants 

Crmolmes passed, but Punch soon found a new 
gnevance in the very long skirts — robes d queue as they 
were called, which dragged their slow length on the 
pavement to the discomfort of everybody — and m the 
minute bonnets attributed to the fashion of the chignon, 
a mode of coiffure, revived from the eighteenth century, 
which reached the summit of extravagance in the mid- 
’sixties, and afforded endless opportumties to Samboume 
and to du Mauner The most staking of these caricatures 
IS that entitled Stupendous Triumph of the Hairdresser s 
Art, m which a lady is seen ndmg a pony with its mane 
and tail fluffed out to harmonise with her chignon, 
Sambourne’s best effort shows a lady bent nearly double 
under an enormous clngnon, making her figure closely 
resemble that of a coal-heaver shouldering a sack of coals 
m the background 

In the artificial enhancement of beauty the ’sixties 
showed an enterprise culminating in the astomshmg 
career of the once famous Madame Rachel, an obscure 
adventuress who rose from keeping a fried fish shop to 
fame and fortune as an enameller and vendor of cos- 
metics m New Bond Street, with an expensive house m 
Maddox Street and a box at the opera Punch openly 
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warned his female readers against her m 1862 when the 
wife of an ofiicer was ordered to pay ^(^looo for the 
process of enamelling “Ladies”, he wrote, ‘‘take 
Warning Be natural rather than artificial Never appear 
m soaety with a mask on, no matter how beauaful the 
mask may be From the above you should learn m time 
how much it may cost you for being double faced”. 

The warning passed unheeded, and Madame Rachel, 
who professed to make women beautiful for ever, 
contmued to reap a golden harvest for five years In 
1867 she was sentenced to five years^ penal servitude for 
swmdhng a customer out of ^5300 and was burned m 
effigy on Guy Fawkes’ Day. But Punch was premature m 
speakmg of her “last appearance”. Released on a ticket 
of leave m 1872, she renewed her operations in the West 
End and continued them till 1878 when she was sentenced 
to a second term of five years’ penal servitude, dymg m 
Wokmg prison m 1 880 I doubt whether she would have 
suffered so heavily to-day, but her fall cannot excite 
much sympathy, for she was a forger and a blackmailer, 
and the reminiscences of Sergeant BaUantme, who knew 
her in her early days, and of Montagu Williams, neither 
of them given to squeamishness, agree in describing her 
as a wicked and dangerous woman Her fame, it may be 
added, was not confined to one hemisphere One of the 
sprmgs on the shores of Lake Rotorua in New Zealand 
was named “the Madame Rachel Bath” m virtue of its 
medicinal and rejuvenatmg quahties Against dyed hair 
and wasp-waists Punch tilted vigorously, the mode of 
carnage known as “The Grecian bend” was satinsed by 
Sambourne Punch was sceptical as to the possibihty of 
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our ever being able to extricate ourselves from the 
tyranny of the tailor and the milliner, but when a writer 
m The Times fell foul of the dowdiness of Englishmen and 
Enghshwomen abroad, he was up m arms at once He 
admitted that British tourists did include speamens both 
of the Guy and the Gorilla, but vigorously protested 
agamst any wholesale indictment of his compatriots en 
voyage, and maintamed that Enghsh travellers of both 
sexes were as a rule the best-dressed travellers m the 
world and that the Enghsh abroad were the best- 
mannered travellers, and at home the best-mannered 
dealers with travellers to be found in the arcle of avihzed 
nations 

In the realm of pastime, archery was still m favour, 
though croquet was far more frequently referred to 
Both, so far as Punch is concerned, are regarded as mainly 
an excuse for flirtations between the be whiskered Charles 
and the becrmolmed Clara, while at croquet, still m its 
unsaentific infancy, cheating was regarded as quite fair 
game Tall hats had gone out and caps come m at 
cricket, where, before the days of bilhard-table pitches, 
players suffered a good deal from bumping balls The 
estabhshment of clubs at Lisbon and Oporto prompts 
Punch to suggest international games— Turks and 
Chmamen, Dutch and Japanese— an example of a mock 
prophecy fulfilled in a way winch the prophet never ex- 
pected The references to football are mainly confined to 
the practice of "‘shinnmg” or “ hacking” as then per- 
rmtted by the Rugby code. Punch ranging himself on the 
side of a “Surgeon” who had condemned it m The 
Times. 



THE BALL 

Harry Bullfincher, who is ever so much better across Country than 
when he mixes m the Merry Donee (especially after bupper) has come 
to grief over a stool during a Polka, and is shouting for someone to 
'"Catch his horse f'* 
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Punch, though he had not entirely outgrown the 
ferocity of his early days m pohtical controversy, was in 
the main so humane and humamtarian m his general 
outlook that we are hardly prepared for his remarkable 
eulogy of the Prize Rmg in i860 For this was the year of 
perhaps the most famous of all the fights recorded m the 
annals of boxmg — when the American Heenan (the 
“Bemcia Boy”) and Tom Sayers the English champion 
were matched for j[,200 a side at Famborough on April 
17th The contest did not excite unammous approval, as 
may be gathered from the comments of the Rev W N 
Molesworth, the friend of Bright and Cobden, in his 
History of England 1830-1874 

Half London endeavoured to be witnesses of it and though 
comparatively few of those who attempted to reach the scene 
of action succeeded in reaching it, the number of spectators 
was enormous But that which will most astonish our 
posterity to learn is that peers, members of Parhament, 
clergymen, men of highly cultured imnds, men remarkable 
for arustic taste and artistic power, were amongst the fore- 
most spectators of this disgusting and unlawful exhibition 

Lord Palmerston m the House of Commons declared that 
he saw nothing more demorahsing in a boxmg match 
than m the ascent of a balloon But Punch went much 
further, chromclmg the fight in a poem, in the manner of 
Macaulay’s Lays of Ancient Rome, which occupied a whole 
page, describmg the tram journey to Famborough m the 
grey dawn, the exalted personages present, and the 
details of the fight — all told with a fervour that borders 
on ecstasy Punclis prophecy as to the degeneracy of the 
race of milksops destmed to succeed the “fighting 
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covies’’ and ^'sporting swells” of the ’sixties has been 
curiously falsified, but the verses, spirited and sincere, 
seem to show how strangely Punches humamtariamsm 
was leavened and influenced by primitive mstmcts m the 
domam of sport It is only fair to add that a few years 
later he flagellated, with a happy mixture of ridicule and 
contempt, an abortive attempt to mtroduce bull 
fighting at the Agricultural Hall, Ishngton, and piUoned 
the “tame-pigeon-shootmg nobihty and gentry” who 
mtroduced that dcgradmg sport at Wormwood Scrubs 
In conclusion I trust I may be acquitted of undue 
partiality in this review of Punch in the sixties It is 
impossible for anyone who has had the honour — as I 
think It — of serving him, however obscurely, for nearly 
thirty years not to regard Punch with a ccrtam fihal 
affection Looking back to the ’sixties I like to think of 
Mr Punch as on the whole a benevolent old gentleman, 
mostly on the side of the angels, more urbane and mellow 
than he was m his youth, less fond of the indiscriminate 
use of his truncheon m battermg any head that excited his 
antipathy, and though reflectmg the national com- 
placency of that prosperous and pacific age, not free 
from moments of self-cnticism and misgiving. 



HISTORIANS IN THE ’SIXTIES 


A NEW ERA 

By Frederick S Boas 

In the volumes surveymg the Eighteen-Seventies and the 
Eighteen-Eighnes our attenaon has been claimed by 
poets and dramausts, writers of fiction and wits, critics, 
scholars and divmes But, except for a short vivid 
section of Dr Macau’s essay on Oxford m the ’seventies, 
historians have been little noticed Hence it may not be 
out of place that they should be the subject of the fixst 
lecture m a series that will deal with the Eighteen-Sixties 
And that decade, as I hope to show, marks, from various 
points of view, a new era m the writing and study of 
history m England. It is from that angle that I wish to 
approach the ’sixties I will not attempt to assess the 
general value of the work of any mdividual historian, for 
m nearly every case only part of it comes within our 
range Still less wnll I venture to pronounce upon the 
soundness or otherwise of their particular views or con- 
clusions That is the provmce of the speciahsts m each 
branch of the subject, and even they do not always agree 
My aim is to mdicate some of the ways m which the 
penod saw important changes m the conception of the 
scope of historical study, and no less important changes 
in the methods by winch it was pursued. 

I must ask for just a little grace in the matter of dates, 
though one of first-rate sigmficance is almost uncannily 
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pat to my purpose On December 28, 1859, died Lord 
Macaulay, the greatest figure among those who, m the 
first half of the nineteenth century, had sought to inter- 
pret the past not primarily to scholars and academicians, 
but to the general readmg pubhc For the ancient world 
Thomas Arnold, Grote and Thirlwall, for the mediaeval 
Mdmaii, Luigard and Hallam are among the outstandmg 
names From the prmted materials accessible to them 
they aimed at the reconstruction of the hfe of the 
penods with which they dealt Most of them were in- 
fluenced by their pohtical or rehgious views, but they 
did not attempt to formulate a philosophy of history as 
a whole, or bmd themselves to an unduly austere service 
‘T shall cheerfully bear the reproach of having descended 
below the digmty of history”, wrote Macaulay, “if I can 
succeed m placmg before the Enghsh of the nineteenth 
century a true picture of the hfe of their ancestors”, or as 
he put It m a characteristically highly-coloured way m a 
letter “ I shall not be satisfied unless I produce something 
which shall for a few days supersede the last fashionable 
novel on the tables of young ladies ” How marvellously 
he succeeded is known to all 
The four completed volumes of Macaulay’s History of 
England appeared between 1849 and 1855 While he was 
engaged on what was to be the unfimshed fifth volume, 
a work made its appearance, the first volume of the 
History of Civilisation tn England by Henry Thomas 
Buckle, which was mtended to effect a revolution m 
historical study in this country Buckle, bom m 1821, 
was a man of means, but of dehcate health, who had little 
formal education But he was an ommvorous reader, 
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had a remarkable gift for learmng languages, and had 
travelled for a year on the Contment. The ferment 
throughout Europe m the middle years of the nine- 
teenth century was causmg men to dive deeper than 
before into social ongms, and Buckle had come 
particularly under the influence of Comte, whose 
Cours de Phtlosophie Positive had been completed m 
1842 It was m 1857 that Buckle published the first 
volume of his History On that account, and for another 
reason to be given later, that year may be taken as our 
startmg-point The second volume (1861) falls stncdy 
within our mathematical hmits 

In the operung chapters of his work Buckle proclaimed 
that he was inaugurating a new era in historical method* 
“Of all the great branches of human knowledge, 
history”, he states, “is that upon which most has been 
written And it seems to be the general opimon that 
the success of historians has, on the whole, been equal to 
their industry ” And so far as the collection of matenals 
is concerned, this behef may be admitted to be true. 
Buckle gives a summary of those matenals which are 
ripe for use, rangmg from the compilations of pohtical 
and mihtary amials to the stanstics of births and deaths 
and prices of commodities But where the error lies, and 
where a new way must be taken, is m the use that has 
been made of these materials 

The unfortunate pecuhanty of the history of man is that 
although Its separate parts have been examined with con- 
siderable abihty, hardly any one has attempted to combine 
them mto a whole, and ascertain the way in which they are 
connected with each other In all the other great fields of 
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inquiry the necessity of generalisation is universally admitted, 
and noble efforts are bemg made to nsc from particular facts 
to discover the laws by which those facts are governed. 

Buckle may have had here m mind such works as 
William Whewell’s The History of the Inductive Sciences 
(1837) or J. S. Mill’s System of Logic (1843) Ptm- 
ciples of Political Economy (1848). Between the pubhea- 
uon of the first and second volumes of his History an 
even more exact illustration was to be provided by the 
appearance m 1859 of Charles Darwin’s On the Origin of 
Species by Means of Natural Selection 

In contrast vsath the writers in other fields of research, 
historians, accordmg to Buckle, have the strange idea 
that their business is merely to relate events which they 
may occasionally enhven by such moral and pohacal 
reflections as seem likely to be useful. And this narrow 
conception of their office has prevented them from 
equippmg themselves adequately to grasp their subject 
m the whole of its natural relations 

Hence the singular spectacle of one historian bemg ig- 
norant of political economy, another knowmg nothing of 
law , another notluiig of ecclesiasacal affairs and changes of 
opimon, another neglecting the philosophy of statistics, 
and another physical science, although these topics are the 
most essential of all, inasmuch as they comprise the prin- 
cipal circumstances by which the temper and character 
of mankind have been affected, and in which they are 
displayed. 

The result is that “ for all the higher purposes of human 
thought history is still miserably deficient and presents 
that confused and anarchical appearance natural to a 
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subject of which the laws are unknown and even the 
foundation unsettled” It was Buckle’s aim to “brmg 
up this great department of mquiry to a level with other 
departments”, and m so domg he may be said, m 
Bacon’s phrase, to have taken all knowledge to be his 
provmce. He starts off by boldly plunging mto a dis- 
cussion of the fundamental problem whether Chance or 
Necessity, Free-will or Predestmation is the arbiter of 
events. His conclusion is that it is not necessary to 
accept either doctrine All that we need beheve m 
order to construct a science of history is 

that the actions of men being determined solely by their 
antecedents must have a character of uniforxmty, that is to 
say, must, under precisely the same circumstances, always 
issue in precisely the same results And as all antecedents are 
either in the mind or out of it, we clearly see that all the 
variations in the results, in other words, all the changes of 
which history is full, all the vicissitudes of the human race, 
their progress or their decay, their happiness or their misery, 
must be the fruit of a double action, an action of external 
phenomena upon the mind and another action of the mind 
upon the phenomena Thus we have man moditying nature 
and nature modifying man, wlnle out of this reciprocal 
modification all events must necessarily spring 

The historian therefore was bound to effect a coahtion 
between the work of two separate, and at that time often 
antagonistic, parties, the students of nature on the one 
hand, and the moralists on the other 

Buckle therefore first turns to the mvesagation of 
“the influence exercised by physical laws over the 
organisaaon of society and over the character of mdi- 
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viduals'\ And the four most powerful physical agents 
he groups as Climate, Food, Soil, and the General 
Aspects of Nature The production of wealth m the 
earhest stages depends entirely on soil and chmate, ‘'the 
soil regulating the returns made to any given amount of 
labour, the chmate regulatmg the energy and the con- 
stancy of the labour itself*' With an abimdancc, not to 
say a super-abundance, of illustrations, Buckle drives 
home the pomt that m Asia and Afnca the condition was 
a fertile sod, causing an abundant return, m Europe it 
was a happier chmate causmg more successful labour 
European avihsation, therefore, though later, has been 
the more permanent because “ the only progress which is 
really effective depends not on the bounty of nature, but 
on the energy of man" 

That energy is dependent not only on chmate but on 
food, and Buckle is thus led to a somewhat rambhng 
discussion, physiological, economic and geographical, 
upon food supply and its influence “If two countries, 
equal m other respects, differ solely in this, " he declares, 
“that in one the natural food is cheap and abundant, and 
m the other scarce and dear, the population of the former 
country wdl inevitably increase more rapidly than the 
population of the latter. And by a parity of reasonmg, 
the average rate of wages will be lower m the former 
than in the latter, simply because the labour-market will 
be more amply stocked " Such confident generalisations 
make us rub our eyes They could only apply to a purely 
static world There is no idea of the revolution that was 
soon to be wrought by transport which was to turn 
America into the granary of Western Europe, or of the 
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transformation in industrial conditions that was to be 
effected by the growth of trade unions 

Buckle then passes from chmate, food, and soil, which 
concern the accumulation of wealth, to what he calls 
“the Aspects of Nature” that concern the accumulation 
and distribution of thought These Aspects may be 
sublime, terrible, and dangerous, mcluding the earth- 
quakes and volcanoes of tropical regions, which stimulate 
the imagination at the expense of the reasoning faculties 
Or they may be homely, gentle and beneficent, em- 
boldening the understanding and mspirmg man with 
confidence m his own resources In illustration Buckle 
draws a detailed contrast between the Greek and the 
Indian civilisations 

But Buckle hmits the working of the understanding to 
inductive methods He devotes a special chapter to an 
attack on metaphysicians, whose method, he declares, is 
the direct opposite of the historical, the metaphysicians 
studymg one mmd, the histonan studymg many minds 
And m what is perhaps the most challengmg section of 
his work he contrasts the “stationary aspect of moral 
truths with the progressive aspect of intellectual truths” 

There is unquestionably nothing to be found in the world 
which has undergone so little change as those great dogmas 
of which moral systems are composed To do good to 
others, to sacrifice for their benefit your own wishes, to love 
your neighbour as yourself, to forgive your enemies, to 
restrain your passions, to honour your parents, to respect 
those who are set above you, these and a few others are the 
sole essentials of morals, but they have been known for 
thousands of years, and not one jot or tittle has been added to 
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them by all the sermons, homilies, and text-books which 
moralists and theologians have been able to produce 

And m a note he adds “to assert that Chnstiamty 
communicated to man moral truths previously un- 
known, argues on the part of the asserter either gross 
ignorance or else wilful fraud” Whatever view may be 
held as to the claims of Chnsaamty, it is of course a 
complete misconception to think of it as merely com- 
mumcatmg moral truths, old or new If so, its first 
propagandists would not have turned the world upside 
down and ranged against themselves the imperial power 
of Rome But without entering upon such high themes, 
we may appropriately at the present time consider 
Buckle’s more detailed arguments in support of his 
general thesis. He maintains that the decline in the fre- 
quency of wars is due in no way to any change m men’s 
moral feelings but is entirely the result of intellectual 
progress Every mcrease in knowledge increases the 
authonty of the intellectual classes between whom and 
the military classes he assumes that there is a necessary 
antagonism Writing m the days of the Crimean War, 
how little he foresaw the alliance between the German 
General Staff and the Professoriate in propagating 
Kultur A subsidiary cause of the decay of the martial 
spirit was the invention of gunpowder, resultmg m the 
formation of standing armies distmct from the mam 
body of auzens who were left to carry on their peaceful 
pursuits. The millions of naaonals of every country 
arrayed in opposite camps in the Great War are a 
suffiaent answer to this claim Nor has Time endorsed 
Buckle’s championship of the orthodox Pohtical 
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Economy and the improvement of Locomotion as 
necessarily contnbutors to the dedme of the war spirit 
But, nght or wrong, it is such doctnnes that seem to 
me to give his work permanent value rather than the 
sketches that follow of historical developments from 
the sixteenth century m England, France, Spam and 
Scotland 

Enough has perhaps been said to account both for 
the resoimdmg success of The History of Civihsation tn 
England on its pubhcation and the comparative echpse 
that has overtaken it In its mtrodiictory chapters it 
set forth in luad and confident style a linked series of 
impressive generalisations which frequently challenged 
orthodox or traditional views These generalisations 
claimed to be inductions based on accumulated masses 
of facts But the facts, drawn almost entirely from 
prmted sources, were unequal to so massive a super- 
structure 

And the work appeared at what, after the first flush 
of success, was to prove a curiously unfavourable time 
Buckle writes throughout as if he were deahng with a 
static world, with a vast mechanical order, where what 
is true to-day will be true to-morrow and for aU time 
But, as already mentioned, Darwm’s Origin of Species 
appeared between his first and second volumes The 
theory of development or evolution was to change 
the whole conception of history mto that of an organic 
process. Hence Buckle’s work, so revolunonary in aim, 
has to-day an old-fashioned air 
None the less, it would be unwise to underrate its 
interest and influence It succeeded in the early ’sixties in 
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drawing away the young Irishman, W H Lecky, from 
biographical sketches of Leaders of Pubhc Opimon in his 
own country to the study on a wide canvas of The Rise 
and Influence of the Spirit of Rationahsm in Europe^ 
followed in 1869 by The History of European Morals from 
Augustus to Charlemagne. Lecky himself spoke of these 
two works as belonging to a school, of which Buckle was 
the Enghsh representative, which looks at history not as 
a senes of biographies or accidents or pictures, but as a 
great organic whole Lecky, as everyone knows, re- 
verted in the next decade to his earlier love, for in his 
History of England in the Eighteenth Century there are no 
more attractive chapters than those dealing with Ireland 
But we are told that The History of European Morals 
remained his favounte work 

Buckle has found a more thorough-going champion 
in Mr J M Robertson, who has replied vigorously to his 
cntics, and has re-edited m 1904 The History of Civilisa- 
tion Had this work never been wntten, would The 
Outline of History by Mr H G Wells have taken exactly 
the form that we know ^ And are not the Cambridge 
physicists and astronomers, to whom we are all listenmg 
so eagerly to-day, givmg an undreamt-of extension to 
Buckle’s claim that history could only be wntten when 
a coahtion had been effected between the students of 
nature and the moralists ^ 

Sir Arthur Eddmgton and Sir James Jeans are not, m 
the ordinary sense, historians But in their cosmological 
speculations the destmy of man on this planet has its 
place And they are raisuig again in far more subde form 
those metaphysical questions which Buckle thought 
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were permanently solved With him causahty was a bed- 
rock prmaple But m opposition to this the modern 
physicist bnngs forward the prmciple of Indeterminacy, 
and we are told that “Science withdraws its moral 
opposition to free-will ” Sir Herbert Samuel, whom we 
usually associate with other spheres, discusses the bearmg 
of these problems m The Contemporary Review for 
January, 1931, and they are fundamental to the history of 
avihsation. 

I have said that, m addition to its bemg the date of the 
pubhcatton of Buckle’s first volume, there is another 
reason for takmg 1857 as our startmg-pouit It was this 
year that saw the beginning of two senes of official 
publications, the Calendars of State Papers and the Rolls 
Series, that have remodelled our methods of histoncal 
investigation In making documentary sources accessible 
to students England had lutherto lagged behind France, 
where the £cole des Chartes, as a permanent mstitution, 
dated from 1829, and Germany, where Monumenta 
Germantae Historica had begun to appear in 1826 

A tentanve begmnmg had been made m 1830 with the 
pubhcation of a volume of State Papers relatmg to the 
reign of Henry VIII But it was not until 1857 that a 
systematic scheme became effective by the pubhcation 
of the first Calendar of State Papers, Domestic Series, of the 
Reigns of Edward VI, Mary, Elizabeth, 1547-80 A 
similar volume soon followed dealing with the earher 
years of James I, 1603-10, and another in 1858 with the 
first two years of Charles I The early ’sixties saw the 
begmnmg of the “Foreign Senes” and “Colonial 
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Senes’* Calendars, and Calendars of Archives preserved 
at Simancas and Venice bearing upon the foreign rela- 
tions of England in the Tudor penod Thus began those 
invaluable sets of Calendars of official archives which are 
still m progress and with which it is a pnmary duty of 
every student of history, and in many cases of hterature, 
to become fairuhar. 

The purpose of these pubhcations was admirably 
expressed m his preface by the editor of the first volume, 
Robert Lemon, and his words may be repeated here 

Each separate paper or document is briefly abstracted, the 
leading facts stated, and the persons and places to which it 
relates are mentioned, sufficiently to indicate to what parti- 
cular subject It belongs The student, whether of history, 
biography, genealogy, or general literature, at however 
remote a distance he may be placed, can thus ascertain pre- 
cisely the amount of information cxisung among the State 
Papers on whatever may be the subject of his inquiry Every- 
one acquainted with, or in the habit of consulting, original 
documents will know that it is impossible to compress 
within descriptions, necessarily so brief, all the information 
that may be required Such slight entries rather point out 
where information may be found than supply the informa- 
tion itself, but for the full satisfying the purposes of study 
recourse must be had to the originals. 

It IS only when the warmng m the last words is dis- 
regarded that the Calendars may become sometiung of a 
snare 

On January 26th, 1857, the Master of the Rolls sub- 
mitted to the Treasury “a proposal for the pubhcation 
of materials for the History of this Country from the 
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Invasion of the Romans to the Reign of Henry VIII” 
He suggested “that these matenals should be selected for 
pubhcation under competent editors , without mutila- 
tion or abridgment , . .the most correct text should be 
formed from an accurate collection of the best MSS the 
editor should give an account of the MSS employed by 
him, of their age and their peculiarities, he should add 
to the work a brief account of the life and times of 
the author, and any remarks necessary to explain the 
chronology, but no other note or comment was to be 
allowed, except what might be necessary to estabhsh the 
correctness of the text” 

The Lords of the Treasury accepted the proposal, with 
some shght modification, and m 1858 the first volume of 
Rerum Bntanmearum Medu jEvx Scrtptorcs or Chronicles 
amd Memorials of Great Britain and Ireland during the 
Middle Ages was published It was, appropriately, The 
Chronicle of England by John Capgrave, edited by the 
Rev F. C Hmgeston from two MSS preserved at 
Cambridge Capgrave, a fifteenth-century friar of 
Lynn m Norfolk, thought it necessary to go back to the 
year one of the Creation, under which is entered “The 
first man Adam was mad on a Friday, withoute modir, 
withoutc fader, in the feld of Damask, and fro that 
place led into Paradise, to dwell there after dryvyn 
oute for synne Whanne he had lyved nyne hundred 
yere and XXX he deied, byried m Hebron his hed was 
hft with the Flood, and leyd m Golgatha” 

There is a blank for “Anno 2-1 1 ”, but under 12 there 
is an entry beginning, “This yere Eve bare too childirn 
at o birth, the man hite Cayn, the woman Calmana”. 
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This may not seem a very auspiaous beginning to a 
set of publications selected to fill up the chasms existmg 
m the pnnted materials of Enghsh history”. But Cap- 
grave gradually narrows the scope of his work, and the 
second half of it deals almost entirely with the annals of 
Ins own country from the accession of Henry III m 1216 
to 1417, when it suddenly breaks off For the events of 
the penod falling within, or not long before, his own 
lifetime, he is a valuable authority. 

Capgrave’s Chronicle was speedily followed by other 
volumes, and, by the end of the ’sixties, the Rolls Series 
mcluded just over fifty publications, many of them in 
numerous parts Among these were The Anglo-Saxon 
Chronicle, with a translation by Thorpe, Higden’s 
Polychromcon, the minor works of Roger Bacon, the 
Itineraries of Giraldus Cambrcnsis, the Muniments of the 
Guildhall, edited by H T Riley, Political Poems and 
Songs edited by T Wright, Memorials of Henry VII 
edited by James Gairdner Even this short selection 
illustrates the range and varied mterest of the Senes, 
and the discrimination shown m the choice of editors. 
But the greatest name among them has yet to be 
mentioned — ^William Stubbs 

It was m 1864 that Stubbs, who then held a hvmg m 
Essex, began a connexion with the Series which lasted for 
a quarter of a century His first Rolls Senes publication 
consisted of The Chronicles and Memorials of Richard I 
This was followed in 1867 by an edition of the Chromcle 
of Benedict of Peterborough, and m 1868-71 by one, m 
four volumes, of Roger of Hoveden. His later contribu- 
tions to the Senes fall outside our present survey, but his 
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“massive prefaces”, as Dr G P Gooch has called them, 
were, one and all, collected m 1902 by Arthur Hassall m 
a well-known volume Stubbs was pre-eminent among 
his colleagues not only for learning but for mastery 
of a trenchant style Dr Gooch’s statement that “he 
wrote under the immediate impression of his sources” 
may be given a more extended apphcation Whatever 
the histoncal value of these mediaeval and early Tudor 
chromcles or documents might be, they were written 
for the most part, so far as they were not in Latm, m the 
simple nervous Enghsh of their day, in forcible, con- 
crete vernacular Editors m daily contact with them 
could not but be msensibly influenced, and frame for 
themselves models of historical style different from the 
glossy and rhetorical periods which had been an m- 
heritance from the less admirable traditions of later 
eighteendi-century prose 

Two years after his first publication for the Rolls 
Scries Stubbs was appomted in 1866 to the Chair of 
Modern History at Oxford The two Regius Professor- 
ships of History at Oxford and Cambridge had existed 
smee 1724 But it was not till after 1850 that modem 
history became recognised m the academic curriculum, 
with a “School” or a “Tripos” in which it formed a 
subject leadmg to a degree ^ Thus we may say broadly 
that it was in the ’sixties that organised academic 


* The first class-list at Oxford m Law and Modem History was 
issued m the Easter Term 1853 Henry Hallam was one of the 
Examiners The first class-list m Modem History alone appeared in 
the Michaelmas Term 1872 Among the Examiners were Mandell 
Creighton, the future Bishop, and Sidney J Owen, afterwards my 
father-m-law 



teaching of the subject began m England, and that the 
professional historian took the first steps to supplant the 
amateur. In this way too the ’sixties mark a new era. 
Hence it was of the greatest moment to historical study 
that a scholar of the eminence of Stubbs should be 
appointed to the Oxford Chair With his predecessor, 
Goldwm Smith, master of a lucid and forable style, 
history had been, m the mam, a pohtical handmaid. At 
Cambridge the Chair was filled by Charles Kmgsley , who 
has many claims to remembrance, but not as a speaahst 
m. historical study To Stubbs the subject was one to 
which he had dedicated his full powers and to whose 
teachings, as he declared m his Inaugural Lecture on 
February yth, 1867, “I feel myself mdeb ted for whatever 
power of judgment, critical expenence, or speculaave 
equity I am conscious of possessing” He fought shy 
of the claim of bemg himself a teacher, preferrmg to be 
looked on as a “helper and tramer in a school in which 
every man has to learn his own lessons” And it is true 
that he kicked agamst the pricks of acadeimc regulations, 
against the statutory obhgatioii to dehver a prescribed 
number of lectures every session As an undergraduate 
I was present at his farewell lecture, on May 8th, 1884, 
after he had been made Bishop of Chester, when, m 
retrospect over his seventeen years’ tenure of the Chair, 
he asserted that he would rather have broken into his 
concentrated work of historical research by giving a 
lecture on Euchd or Algebra, than by coming down to an 
elementary discourse m his own subject. And I well 
remember how he further startled his hearers by his 
almost final words ‘T have never been able to reconcile 
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myself with smoking, late hours, dinner parties, Sunday ' 
breakfasts, or University sermons”. 

But though Stubbs may thus not have been the ideal 
Professor, accordmg to the pattern approved by a 
Umversity Commission, what an mspiration and source 
of strength it was to a new “ School ”, which had not yet 
fully estabhshed its place among the older tradiaonal 
Oxford studies, to have at its head a master of his craft, 
who combmed vigorous scholarship with a finely edged 
hterary style Nor was historical study, m his eyes, to be 
divorced from present-day issues It had a twofold 
purpose “it is at once the process of acquisition of a 
stock of facts, an ignorance of which unfits a man from 
playmg the very humblest part as a citizen, or even 
watching the pohtics of his own age with an mtelligent 
apprehension , and it is an educational disciphne directed 
to the cultivation of powers for whose development, as 
It seems to me, no other trainmg is equally efficacious”. 
These words from his Inaugural Lecture Stubbs reiterated 
m his farewell discourse, in slightly expanded form, as 
representmg his unchanged conviction They help to 
explam why he made constitutional history his chief field. 
But his great achievements there he just beyond our 
present scope His classic volume. Select Charters and other 
Illustrations of English Constitutional History to the Reign of 
Edward /, appeared m 1870, and was followed by the 
first volume of The Constitutional History of England in 
1873 It was ui the work of the ’sixties for the Rolh 
Senes and m his earhest Oxford lectures that the founda- 
tions for these masterpieces of research and exposition 
were well and truly laid. 
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When E A. Freeman was chosen to succeed Stubbs it 
was probably largely with the aim of securmg contmuity, 
for Freeman at the time had recently completed m 1882 
his Reign of William Rufus, the sequel to his chief work 
deahng with mediaeval Enghsh history, The Norman 
Conquest of England, of winch the first volume had 
appeared in 1867 But though their uiterests m the rela- 
tions of Normans and Saxons overlapped, and though 
they were close personal alhes, Freeman’s general 
attitude to history, and his methods, were very different 
from those of Stubbs With his appointment, m a sense 
the amateur again replaced the professional in the Oxford 
Chair He was a Somerset county gentleman whose 
first love had been architecture and who had pubhshed a 
history of the subject in 1849 In the foUowmg year he 
had written An Essay on the Origin and Development of 
Window Tracery in England, with illustrations by him- 
self. When he turned to history it was at first to some of 
its wider mediaeval and classical aspects m The History 
and the Conquests of the Saracens (1856) and Ancient 
Greece and Mediaeval Italy (1857). It was while he was 
engaged m such studies that he formulated the doctrme 
that he preached, m season and out, of the Unity of 
History Hence the very title of a Chair of Modem 
History was an offence to him and in Ins Inaugural 
Lecture, which I attended, I remember his suggestmg, 
to the amusement of his hearers, the call of Abraham 
as an appropriate date for the beginnmg of the modem 
period Freeman’s doctrme of contmuity, though, so 
far as I know, not directly influenced by the Darwmian 
theory of evoluaon, was m tune with the orgamc 
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concepaon of man's development due to that theory, 
which had superseded the more mechamstic views of 
Buckle But as Dr Gooch has pointed out, fruitful as 
was Freeman's doctrine, the continuity that he preached 
was of action, rather than of thought and feehng, and 
it was limited m range to the western world. 

Freeman’s professorial activities m the 'eighues he, 
of course, outside of our period, and except for his 
Inaugural Lecture my own memories of them are shght. 
My more vivid recollections are of visits to his house 
m St Giles's where I was mtroduced to the game of 
badmmton, at which a Balliol contemporary, now our 
leadmg Franciscan scholar, nearly ‘ ‘ did for ” a daughter of 
the house by an unwary use of his racket, and where 
before their professional appearance on the stage I saw 
Miss Violet Vanbrugh (as she is now known) act m 
doublet and hose one of the forest scenes from As You 
Like It and heard her younger sister, Irene, reate The 
Jackdaw of Rhetms, Perhaps such madents may serve as 
footnotes to the theme of the Umty of History. 

But it is chiefly through his History of the Norman 
Conquest of England that Freeman comes mto our present 
survey — the first volume was published m 1 867. 

Here Freeman concentrated his powers on the elabora- 
tion of one great historical theme, though m the earlier 
chapters deahng with the Norsemen m France, and die 
Damsh Kmgs m England, he worked on a wider canvas. 
He was stimulated to his gigantic labours by a fiery zeal 
for representanve msatuaons and by an exaggerated 
behef m their Teutonic origm Godwm and Harold, the 
leaders of the Enghsh, thus became the heroes of his 
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story, and m the meetings of the Witan m the later yean 
of William’s reign he seeks to find the preservation, amid 
the upheaval of the Norman conquest, of the old- 
estabhshed constitutional hberties With the question of 
the historical truth of diese views we are not here directly 
concerned What we have to ask is how far was Free- 
man’s work typical of a new era in histoncal methods 
In two respects it was not He subordinated all other 
features of national life to those that were purely 
pohtical And comprehensive as was his knowledge of 
the printed materials for his period, he neglected, for he 
was no palaeographer, the manuscript sources On the 
other hand, he had an eye for those concrete memonals 
which the palaeographer is apt to overlook “He was”, 
m Dr Gooch’s words, “the first English historian to 
reahse the importance of an exact knowledge of the 
geographical site and historical remains in the recon- 
struction of events ” Here his early architectural m- 
terests and his love of travel helped to make him a real 
pioneer, who did for mediaeval history something of the 
same service as Schhemann and his successors have done 
for that of classical antiqmty And Freeman’s ardent 
passion for the England and the Enghsh of the pre- 
Conquest period powerfully stimulated not only the 
interest in the history of the Anglo-Saxons but in the 
prose and poetry they have bequeathed He helped to 
make it impossible to begin the story of our literature 
with Chaucer instead of with Beowulf And his own 
style, though lacking in grace and variety, caught at its 
highest the forthnght strength and energetic rhythm 
of old Enghsh speech Take one illustration from the 
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description of the stricken field of Hasnngs when all was 
over 

Night had closed in and those among the Enghsh host 
who had not fallen around their King had left the field under 
cover of the darkness William now came back to the hiU, 
where all resistance had long been over He looked around, 
we are told, on the dead and dying thousands, not without a 
feeling of pity that so many men had fallen even as a sacrifice 
to his own fancied right But the victory was truly his own, 
in the old phrase of our Chroniclers, the Frenchmen had 
possession of the place of slaughter A place of slaughter 
indeed it was, where from morn till twihght, the axe and 
javehn of England, the lance and bow of Normandy, had 
done their deadly work at the bidding of the two mightiest 
captams upon earth Dead and dying men were heaped 
around and nowhere were they heaped so thickly as around 
the fallen standard of England There, where the flower of 
England’s nobihty and soldiery lay stretched in death, there, 
where the banner of the Fighting Man now lay beaten to the 
ground, the Conqueror knelt and gave his thanks to God, and 
bade Ins own banner be plan ted as the sign of the Victory which 
he had won He was hailed by the loud applause of his 
troops, likening liirn to Roland and Oliver and all the heroes of 
old Again he gave thanks to God, again he thanked his faith- 
ful followers, and sat down to cat and drink among the dead 

The last words, in their austere and primitive grandeur, 
might have come from a northern saga 

The appomtment on Freeman’s death m 1892 of his 
bitterest critic, J A Froude, to succeed him in the Oxford 
Chair was one of Lord Salisbury’s characteristically 
cymeal gestures But Froude was like Freeman m this 
respect that he had been too long away from academical 
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surroundings to fit into them easily or to exert much 
influence on the work of the “ School”. Nor could 
the man who m his youth had been assoaated for a 
short time with the Oxford Movement, and who after 
his recantation m The Nemesis of Faith (1849) had been 
deprived of his fellowship, be expected to feel himself at 
home m the transformed Oxford of “forty years on”. It 
was m the reacaon from his early Anglo-Cathohcism, 
and under the influence of Carlyle, that Froude had 
embarked on the great undertaking, The History of 
England from the Fall of Wolsey to the Defeat of the Spanish 
Armada^ of which the earher and more challengmg 
volumes began to appear m 1856 and the later ones fall 
exactly withm the hmits of our period 

Everyone is now famihar with what were Froude’s 
mam objects — to vmdicate the Protestant Reformaaon m 
England from what he looked on as prejudiced and 
partisan attacks, to substitute for the “blue-beard” 
conception of Henry VIII the picture of a patriot Kmg 
whose matnmomal affairs were dominated by the over- 
mastermg need of providmg a male heir to the throne 
Henry becomes agam m Froude’s pages what he was to 
Gray m The Installation Ode 

The majestic lord 
That broke the bonds of Rome 

His daughter, Ehzabeth, fares less well at Froude’s hands, 
for m his researches he became convmced that she did 
much to check the vigorous Protestant pohey of her 
mmisters It is Burleigh whom he exalts as “the sohtary 
author of Elizabeth’s and England’s greamess” Mary, 
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Queen of Scots, is painted in the darkest colours in con- 
trast with the Regent Murray and John Knox. It is not 
for me here to discuss the truth of Froude's presentation. 
None of us can approach questions so closely mter- 
hnked with present-day controversies without pre- 
possessions on one side or the other. But it can be said 
without doubt that no one is quahfied to give an estimate 
of the careers of Henry VIII and Burleigh who has not 
made Inmself famihar with Froude’s revaluation of 
them Perhaps after all it was an act of poetic justice 
when Burleigh’s Victonan descendant honoured the 
panegyrist of his Ehzabethan ancestor. 

In any case Froude showed that he belonged to the new 
era by his extensive use of documents. He transcribed 
long extracts from archives at home and abroad, es- 
pecially the Spanish papers at Simancas He was not a 
careful copyist, and he someames substituted his own 
abstracts for the original texts He thus laid himself 
open to charges of maccuracy, which were exaggerated 
by hostile cnacs into diose of falsification These have 
not been sustamed, though Froude doubtless selected 
among his materials those that would give support to his 
parncular views 

Charges of mampulation of sources were the more 
readily beheved of a historian who was not only a 
propagandist, but that suspicious character, an artist m 
prose Froude’s History, though not without defects of 
balance and proportion, is the fimshed prose epic of the 
Protestant Reformation m England, with its climax m the 
defeat of the Armada, as Macaulay’s History is the un- 
fmished prose epic of the later Whig Revolution 
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The style of the twelve-volume work, as flexible as 
It IS lucid, IS admirably suited to a long sustained narrative 
Professor Samtsbury has detected m it “something of the 
cool, clear, silvery note’’ of his early master, J. H. 
Newman, “vanegated and flourished up”. At times too 
“flourished up”^ Some of the famous purple passages, 
for all their subtle and haunting melody, are so deh- 
berately worked up that they seem to me to be not of 
the vital essence of the History , but exquisite outward 
adornments Let us linger again for a moment over the 
most famihar of them all, the elegy upon the passmg of 
the mediaeval world 

For indeed a change was coming upon the world, the 
meaning and direction of winch even still is hidden from us, 
a change from era to era The paths trodden by the footsteps 
of ages were broken up, old things were passing away, and 
the faith and the hfc of ten centuries were dissolving hke a 
dream Chivalry was dying , the abbey and the castle were 
soon together to crumble into rums , and all the forms, desires, 
behefs, convictions of the old world were passmg away, 
never to return A new continent had risen up beyond the 
western sea The floor of heaven, inlaid with stars, had sunk 
back into an infinite abyss of immeasurable space, and the 
firm earth itself, unfixed from its foundations, was seen to be 
but a small atom in the awful vastness of the universe In the 
fabne of habit which they had so laboriously built for them- 
selves, mankind were to remain no longer 

And now it is all gone — like an unsubstantial pageant 
and faded, and between us and the old Enghsh there lies a 
gulf of mystery which the prose of the historian will never 
adequately bridge They cannot come to us, and our im- 
agination can but feebly penetrate to them Only among the 
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aisles of our cathedrals, only as we gaze upon their silent 
figures sleeping on their tombs, some faint conceptions float 
before us of what these men were when they were ahve, and 
perhaps in the sound of church bells, that pecuhar creation of 
the mediaeval age which falls upon the ear like the echo of a 
vanished world 

Under the enchantment of these seducave strams our 
critical faculties are lulled, and we are moved to cry 
Here will wc sit and let the sounds of music 
Creep in our ears 

Froude’s style ui such passages may not be the pure 
Atac, but it IS that of one who never forgot that the 
historian is the servant of a Muse. 

While Froude was engaged on the Tudors another 
Instorian, of a very different type, had begun what was 
to be his hte-work on the Stuarts Only four volumes of 
S R Gardmer’s History of England which appeared at 
intervals between 1863 and 1901, and covered the years 
from 1603 to 1656, fall withm our period They deal 
with the reign of James I, till the episode of “the Spanish 
Mamage” It was not till Gardmer’s work had reached 
a later stage that its significance was fully recogmsed But 
even m the ’sixaes it had become manifest that the 
dommant Whig conception of the relations of Kmg and 
Parhament m the first half of the seventeenth century 
would have to be revised in the hght of the labours of 
this mdefatigable scholar. Without forensic arts, by the 
exhaustive analysis of contemporary authonties, and by 
the patient disentanglement of trains of pohey, espeaaUy 
m foreign affairs, he made it impossible even for those 
whose sympathies are with the popular side to cling to 



200 


F. S. Boas 


the purely traditional views of the issues and personages 
m the great constitutional struggle 
While Froude was seeking to rehabihtate Henry VIII, 
the master of his later life, Carlyle was domg the same 
for Frederick the Great The six volumes of Fredenck’s 
Life which appeared between 1858 and 1865 are neither 
such a work of art as The French Revolution nor such a 
contnbution to historical research as Cromweirs Letters 
and Speeches They dispelled the current superficial views 
of Frederick’s character and they proved that Carlyle 
retamed his trenchant power of portraiture and descrip- 
tion and the passionate zeal for accuracy m detail that 
led him to undertake two journeys to the scenes of 
Fredenck’s battles But he was overweighted with his 
materials and the book, as a whole, has not the sustamed 
energy and glow of his earher works It looks back 
rather dian forward It will always be, whatever its 
shortconungs, one of the historical treasures of the 
’sixties, but It does not help to mark the new era 
For the justification of that title we must look else- 
where — to the wider concepaon of the range of the 
historian due to Buckle and his followers, to the more 
mtensive methods of mvesngation followed, m different 
ways, by Stubbs, Freeman, Froude and Gardmer, to the 
opemng up of documentary sources by the earher 
pubhcations of the Rolls Scries and the Calendars of 
State Papers; to the growth of modem history as a 
subject of academic study, especially m Oxford; and, at 
the very close of our period, m 1869 to the appomtment 
of J R. Seeley to the Cambridge Chair, where history 
was once agam to enlist m the service of statesmanship 
and become the interpreter of a new impenal ideal. 



ENEAS SWEETLAND DALLAS 


By John Drinkwater 

A few particulars of the hfe of Eneas Sweetland Dallas, 
as given in the Dictionary of National Biography He was 
bom in Jamaica m 1824, but was brought to England 
as a child and was educated at Edinburgh University 
Adoptmg joumahsm as a career, he became one of 
J T Delaneys stajfF on The Times, to which paper for 
many years he was a leadmg contributor. He married 
an actress m 1853 and was divorced in 1874 Dying m 
1879 at the age of fifty-five, he was buned in Kensal 
Green cemetery “He had”, says his biographer, “a 
smgularly handsome presence and charming manners, 
and his conversation was bright and courteous.” 

Dallas appears to have published three books By far 
the most popular of these was Kettner’s Book of the 
Table — a manual of cookery which appeared in 1877 In 
1852 he pubhshed his Poetics, and m 1866 The Gay 
Science, a large work m two volumes, which is the 
occasion of this paper The tide was taken from a term 
used by the troubadours to designate the art of poetry, 
and Dallas’s theme is an elaborate mquiry mto the 
foundations and prinaples of poeac criticism The book, 
pubhshed by Chapman and Hall, seems to have made 
no impression whatever on the readmg pubhc. “The 
subject”, says the Dictionary biographer, “was too 
abstruse for the general reader, and the book did not 
meet with the attention which it deserved.” Philosophic 



302 


John Drinkwater 

criticism that abstains from all biographical interest has 
never made easy or popular reading, and it is not sur- 
prismg that Dallas’s quite formidable treaasc should have 
received httle immediate recogmtion What is sur- 
prismg is that it somehow failed m succeedmg years to 
attract any notice at all, and of several Enghsh scholars 
to whom I put the question not one had even heard of 
Dallas’s name This, I say, is surprising It is common 
enough for a work of difficult distmction to be httle 
noted at the time of its appearance, but it is very unusual 
for such a work m the course of time not to attract a 
word of testimony here and another there until at last it 
has acquired a secure reputation that is handed on from 
age to age by a few discerning readers The Gay Science 
is a highly distinguished contnbution to English poetic 
criticism, on many claims, I thmk, it cannot be refused 
admission to the first rank And yet to-day it is lost m an 
obscurity from which, mdeed, it never seems to have 
emerged It was by mere chance that m castmg about for 
a subject apposite to the eighteen-sixties I happened upon 
a single casual reference to The Gay Science m Professor 
Walker’s History of Victorian Literature The name took 
my fancy, and as the book belonged to the right period I 
sought a copy of it The London Library did not fail me, 
and after readmg a few pages I was astomshed to find 
myself under the spell of a qmte remarkable critical 
mtelligence 

Smee The Gay Science is so little known, or one should 
say so entirely unknown, it would be purposeless at this 
stage to debate its arguments and conclusions If, as I 
hope, some pubhsher should have the courage to give us 
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a reprint of the book, the scene will then be set for such 
a discussion, but in the meantime Dallas can best be 
served by an attempt to give a brief summary of the book 
Itself In makmg this attempt I shall employ quotation as 
freely as possible 

The plan of the argument is this. Poetry itself, 
according to the troubadours, is a science How much 
more then should scientific system govern that less 
creative, less unpredicable process of the mind, poetic 
criticism But it is precisely in this system that criticism 
as a whole has been deficient Lacking any clearly 
defined and commonly accepted mtention as a basis, it 
has evolved not into an organised science, but mto a 
display of loose if often brilhant impressionism, 
lUuminatmg in its detail, but unaware of a presiding 
tradition, and uncertain always m direction Dallas 
insists that the criticism of poetry cannot achieve its 
potential values until we have agreed as to some basic 
agent in poetry for which the tests of ermetsm must be 
applied What, in a word, is the purpose of poetry » Let 
us decide that, and then of any poem our first question 
will be, Does it fulfil this purpose ’ The purpose of poetry 
and, indeed, of all art, we are told, is pleasure And 
Dallas then proceeds by an mvestigation of great length 
to ascertain what pleasure is 

First wc may note a few of the general features of his 
inquiry He writes excellent prose, copious m vocabu- 
lary, easy in analogy, with grace and force equally at his 
command His learning is wide, assured, and never 
paraded He can furnish his argument at ease with 
illustrations drawn from the critics and philosophers of 
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many languages, and he is inGmate with the doctrmes of 
all of them from Plato down to Matthew Arnold 
Tasso, Horace, Lessing, Schiller, Goethe, Bacon, 
Wordsworth, Coleridge, Shelley, Aristotle, Kant, Locke, 
Mill, Ruslan, Dry den, Cervantes, he knows what all of 
them have said that is pertment to his matter And with 
great respect for authority, he is never afraid of it Plato 
and Aristotle may be the spnngs at which all subsequent 
criticism has refreshed itself, but neither was immune from 
the snares of nonsense And it is doubtful whether 
Matthew Arnold, who was forty-four when The Gay 
Science was pubhshed, and so only two years older than 
Dallas, was treated as a critic with as much intelligent if 
sometimes rather tart discnmmaaon by any other con- 
temporary wnter. 

It IS difficult enough to determine what is ongmahty 
m the poet, the creator It is even more difficult to 
determine what is originality m the critic, the thinker If 
only we know enough, we shall detect in the course of 
the most seemingly onginal thinker old trails that 
remmd us once more that there is no new thmg under the 
sun By the most exacting standards, Dallas may not be 
an original thinker, but he is certainly a very stimulatmg 
one So far as thought will take him, he is areless in 
trackmg an idea to its ongms When you have read The 
Gay Science you may be m doubt as to whether he has 
succeeded m proving a case In followmg his elaborate 
analysis you may even sometimes be uncertam as to what 
precisely the case is that he is intent on proving And if it 
comes to that, I suppose there is no accredited philosophic 
system in the world of which it is generally allowed that 



Eneas Sweedand Dallas 205 

that 15 that, and that there is no more to be said about it. 
The real interest m Dallas, as m any other philosopher, 
hes not m what he does or does not prove, but m his 
manner of attempting to prove it. And here Dallas goes 
on for some seven hundred pages with an energy that can 
be robust or subtle at will, and, it may be added, with a 
gaiety that does credit to the title of his book 

In mtroducing Dallas now to your attention m his 
own words, I make no apology for doing so m a passage 
of considerable length that displays at once the felicity of 
his style and Ins power for consecutive reasomng 

Now this method of confounding fact and ficaon, in 
order that fiction may appear to rise to the assurance of fact, 
was not peculiarly Itahan, but existed m full force among the 
Greeks It was an essential feature of their drama The most 
marked characteristic of the Greek drama is the presence of 
the chorus The chorus are always present, — watching events, 
talking to the actors, talking to the audience, talking to 
themselves, — all through the play, indeed, pouring forth a 
continual stream of musical chatter And what are the 
chorus^ The only mtclhgible explanation which has been 
given IS that they represent the spectator The spectator is 
introduced into the play and made to take part in it What 
the Greeks thus did artistically on their stage, we moderns 
have also sometimes done marusacally and umntenaonally, 
but still to the same effect We have had the audience seated 
on the stage, and somenmes, m the most ludicrous manner, 
taking part in the performance When Garrick was playing 
Lear in Dublm to the Cordeha of Mrs Woffington, an Irish 
gendeman who was present actually advanced, put his arm 
round the lady’s waist, and thus held her while she rephed to 
the reproaches of the old king The stage in the last century 
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was sometimes so beset with the audience, that Juliet has been 
seen, says Tate Wilbnson, lying all sohtary in the tomb of the 
Capulets with a couple of hundred of the audience about her 
Wc should now contemplate such a practice with horror, as 
utterly destructive of stage illusion, and yet wc must re- 
member that it had its illusive aspect also, by confounding 
the dream that appeared on the stage with the famihar 
reahnes of life 

From all this, however, it follows that if the Greeks made 
a confusion between fact and fiction, art and nature, they 
were not peculiar m so doing What is pccuhar to them is 
tins, that they gave a critical character to their doubt as to the 
limits of truth in art k was fairly reasoned If it showed 
Itself sometimes as a childish superstition, sometimes as tlic 
mere bhndncss of a prosaic temper, and sometimes as an 
enjoyment of silly illusions, it also at times bore a higher 
character and rose to the level of criticism The Greeks were 
the first to raise this subject of die truth of art into an im- 
portant question winch they transmitted to after times 

This IS not the place to enter into a discussion whether 
they were right or wrong, and whether fiction be or be not 
falsehood That discussion will be more fitly handled when 
wc come to examine the ethics of art Here we need only 
record and confront die fact that the objection to the pleasure 
of ait winch most frequently puzzled the Greek thinkers, was 
that it appeared to be mixed up with lies Plato, as I have 
already said, exhausted Ins dialectical skill in showing the 
un truthfulness of art He condemned it as an nmtation at 
third hand He meant, for example, that a flower in the 
field IS but the shadow of an idea in the mind of God, that 
the idea m God’s mind is the real tlnng , that the blossom m 
the meadow is but a poor image of it, and that when a 
painter gives us a copy of that copy, the picture stands tlnrd 
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from the divine original, and is, therefore, a wretched false- 
hood Plato's statement as to the truth of art is thus grounded 
on his theory of ideas, and when that theory goes, one would 
imagine that the statement should go also It is a curious 
proof of the vitahty of strong assertion, that his opimon (but 
It would be more correct to say the opimon to which he 
gave currency) abides witli all the force which his name can 
give to It, while the theory of ideas from which it sprung and 
derived plausibility, has long since gone to the limbo It is 
incredible that mankind should find enduring pleasure in a 
lie There cannot be a more monstrous hbcl against the 
human race than to say that in the artistic search for pleasure, 
wc have reality and all that is most gracious in it to choose 
from, that we look fiom cartli to heaven and try aU ways 
which the infinite beneficence of nature has provided, that 
nevertheless wc set our joy on a system of lies, and that so far 
the masterpieces of art arc but tokens of a fallen nature, the 
sims of sickness and the harbinger of doom 

o n 

As Plato took one side of the question, Aristotle took the 
other, and in the writings of the latter wc have the final 
conclusion and the abiding belief of the Greek mind upon 
this subject of the truth of art The view which he took was 
concentrated in die saying that poetry is more philosophical 
than history, bceause it looks more to general and less to 
particular facts Wc should now express the same thing in 
the statement that uhereas history is fact, poetry is truth 
Aristotle docs not set himself formally to answer Plato, but 
throughout Ins writings wc find Inm solving Plato’s riddles, 
undoing Plato’s arguments, and rebutting Plato’s objections 
Many of bis most famous sayings are got by recoil from 
Plato Thus his masterly defimtion of tragedy, which has 
never been improved upon, and which generation after 
generation of critics have been content to repeat hke a text 
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of Scnpture, is a rebound from Plato And the same is to be 
said very nearly of Aristotle’s doctrine concermng the truth 
of art It IS so dear and so complete that it has become a 
common-place of cnacism It asserted for the Greeks, m 
the distinctest terms, the truthfulness of art , it showed where- 
in that truthfulness consists, and, as far as criticism was 
concerned, it at once and for ever disposed of the notion that 
art IS a he Greeks like Gorgias could see vaguely that if art 
be a cheat, it may, nevertheless, be justifiable, as we should 
justify a feint or other stratagem in war It was reserved for 
Aristotle to put the defence of art on the right ground — to 
deny that it is a cheat at all — and to claim for it a truthfulness 
deeper than that of history 

This, then, is one of the earliest lessons which the student of 
art has to learn The first lesson of all is that art is for pleasure , 
the second is that the pleasure of art stands in no sort of 
opposition to truth We in England have especial reason to 
bear this m mind, for we are most familiar with the doctrine 
that art is for pleasure, as it has been put by Coleridge, and 
It IS not unhkely that some of the repugnance which the 
doctrine meets in minds of a certam order may be due to his 
ragged analysis and awkward statement He rather prided 
himself on his anatomy of thought and expression, but he 
hardly ever made a clean dissection Mark what he says in 
this case He says that the true opposite of poetry is not 
prose, but science, and that whereas it is the proper and 
immediate object of science to discover truth, it is the proper 
and immediate object of poetry to commumcate pleasure 
This is not right Coleridge has defined science by reference 
to the external object with which it is engaged , but he has 
defined poetry by reference to the mental state which it 
produces There is no comparison between the two If he is 
to run the contrast fairly, he ought to deal with both ahke, 
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aiid to state either what is the outward object pursued by 
each, or what is the inward state produced by each He would 
then find that, so far as the subject-matter is concerned, there 
IS no essential difference between poetry and science, it being 
false to say that the one possesses more of truth than the 
other, and he would define the difference between the two 
by the mental states which they severally produce — the 
immediate object of science being science or knowledge, 
while that of poetry is pleasure To say that the object of art 
is pleasure in contrast to knowledge, is quite different from 
saying that it is pleasure m contrast to truth Science gives us 
truth without reference to pleasure, but immediately and 
chiefly for the sake of knowledge, poetry gives us truth 
wi til out reference to knowledge, but immediately and mainly 
for the sake of pleasure By thus getting rid of the contrast 
between truth and pleasure, which Coleridge has unguardedly 
allowed, a difficulty is smoothed away from the doctrine 
that the end of art is pleasure, and that of criticism the 
analysis of pleasure His statement has an air of extraordinary 
precision about it that might wile the unwary into a ditch 
All his precision goes to misrepresent the pure Greek doctrine 

Here we see the range of his scholarship, Ins gift for 
co-ordmation, the shrewdness of his thought, and, m the 
observations on Coleridge, the candour of a mind that 
can perceive greatness without bemg mfituated by it 
The passage will, I am sure for most of my readers, be 
tlicir first introduction to Dallas, and in order to em- 
phasise the impression I will take leave to quote another 
passage of like length ui which he expounds his theory of 
pleasure as the immediate end of art 

If the umty of tlic arts docs not he in the possession either 
of a common method which they pursue, or of a common 
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theme which they set forth, wherein does it consist ? Mam- 
festly the character of an art is determined by its object, and 
though the critics have made no use of the fact, yet it is a fact 
winch they admit with very few exceptions, that poetry and 
the fine arts are endowed with a common purpose Even if 
poetry and the atxs could boast of a common method and a 
common theme, still every question of method and the 
choice of theme must be subordinate to the end in view 
The end determines the means, and must therefore be the 
principal point of inquiry If, then, wc inquire what is the 
end of poetry and the poetical arts, wc shall find among 
critics of all countries and all ages a singular unamnuty of 
opinion — a unaminify which is all the more remarkable, 
when wc discover that, admitting the fact with scarcely a 
dissentient voice, they have never turned it to account — 
they have practically ignored it It is admitted that the 
immediate end of art is to give pleasure Whatever wc do has 
happiness for its last end, but witli art it is the first as well as 
the last Wc need not now halt to investigate the nature of 
this happiness which poetry amis at, whether it is refined or 
the reverse, whether it is of a particular kind or of all kinds, 
It IS enough to insist on the broad fact that for more than 
two thousand years pleasure of some sort has been almost 
universally admitted to be the goal of art The dreamer and 
die thinker, the singer and tlic saycr, at war on many 
another point, arc here at one It is the pleasure of a he, says 
Plato , It IS that of a truth, says Aristotle , but neither has any 
doubt that whatever other aims art may have in view, 
pleasure is die mam — the imniedute object 
Here, however, care must be taken that the reader is not 
imsled by a word Word and thing, pleasure is in very bad 
odour , moralists always take care to hold it cheap , critics are 
ashamed of it, and we are all apt to misunderstand it, resting 
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too easily on the surface view of it as mere amusement There 
IS in pleasure so httle of conscious thought, and in pam so 
much, that it is natural for all who pride themselves on the 
possession of thought to make light of pleasure It is possible, 
however, in magmfying the worth of conscious thought, to 
underrate the worth of unconscious hfc Now art is a force 
that operates unconsciously on hfc It is not a doctrine, it is 
not science There is knowledge in it, but it reaches to some- 
thing beyond knowledge That something beyond science, 
beyond knowledge, to which art reaches, it is difficult to 
express m one word The nearest word is that which the 
world for thirty centuries past has been using, and which 
sky-high thinkers now-a-days are afraid to touch — namely, 
pleasure There is no doubt about its inadequacy, but where 
IS there another word that expresses half as much ^ If art be 
the opposite of science, the end of art must be antithetical to 
the end of science But the end of science is knowledge 
What then is its antithesis — the end of art^ Shall we say 
Ignorance = We cannot say that it is ignorance, because that 
IS a pure negation But there is no objection to our saymg — 
life Ignorant of itself, unconscious hfe, pleasure I do not 
give this explanation as sufficient — it is very insufficient — 
but as indicating a point of view from which it will be seen 
that the establishment of pleasure as the end of art may in- 
volve larger issues, and convey a larger mcamng than is 
commonly supposed What that larger meamiig is may in 
due course be shown In the mnth chapter of this work I 
attempt to state it, and stating it to give a remodelled defini- 
tion of art In the meantime, one fails to see how, by any 
of the new-fangled expressions of German philosophy, we 
can improve upon the plain-spoken wisdom of the ancient 
maxims — that science is for knowledge, and that art is for 
pleasure 
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But if this be granted, and it is all but universally granted, 
It entails the inevitable inference that criticism is the science 
of the laws and conditions under winch pleasure is produced 
If poetry, if art, exists in and for pleasure, then upon this 
rock, and upon this alone, is it possible to build a science of 
cntjcisin Crificism, however, is built anywhere but upon 
the rock While the arts have almost invariably been re- 
garded as arts of pleasure, criticism has never yet been created 
as the science of pleasure Like the Israelites in the desert, who 
after confessing the true faith went forthwith and fell down 
to a molten image, the critics no sooner admitted that the end 
of art IS pleasure, than they began to treat it as nought 
Instead of taking a straight hue, like the venerable ass which 
was praised by the Lleatic philosopher, they went off zigzag, 
to riglir, to Icf t, in t very imaginable direction but that which 
lay before them Art is for pleasure said the Greeks , but it is 
the pleasure (')f imitation, and therefore all that criticism has 
to do is to study the ways of imitation So they bounced off 
to the left Art is for pleasure said the Germans, but it is the 
pleasure of the beautiful, and thcrefc^re all that criticism has 
to do is to comprehend the beautiful So they bounced off 
to the right In the name of common sense, let me ask, why 
are we not to take the straight line ^ Why is it diat, having set 
up pleasure as the first principle of art, we arc im media rely 
to knock It down and go in search of other and lesser 
principles? Whv docs not the critic take the one plain path 
before him, proceeding instantly to inquire into the nature of 
pleasure, its laws, its conditions, its requirements, us causes. 
Its effects, Its whole history ? 

This turning aside of criticism from the straight road that 
lay before it into by-paths has been owing partly to the 
moral contempt of pleasure, but chiefly to the intellectual 
difficulty of any inquest into the nature of enjoyment, a 
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difficulty so great, that since the time of Plato and Aristotle 
It has never been seriously faced until in our own day Sir 
Wilham Hamilton undertook to grapple with it Whenever 
I have insisted with iny friends on this point, as to the 
necessity of recognising criticism as the science of pleasure, 
the invariable rejoinder has been that there is no use in 
attempting such a science, because the nature of pleasure 
eludes our scrutiny, and there is no accounting for tastes But 
the rejoinder is irrelevant All science is difficult at first, and 
wclhngh hopeless , and if tastes differ, that is no reason why 
we should refuse to regard them as beyond the pale of the 
law, but a very strong reason why we should seek to ascertain 
the limits of difference, and how far pleasure which is general 
may be discounted by individual caprice It is not for us to 
parley about the difficulties of search, or the uscfuhiess of its 
results Chennstry was at one time a difficult study, and 
seemed to be a useless one Hard or easy , useful or useless — 
that IS not the question The question is simply this If there 
is such a thing is criticism at all, whit is its object = what is its 
definition ? ind how do you escape from the truism that if art 
be the minister, criticism must be the science of pleasure ’ 

As the plan of his book develops, Dallas undertakes to 
show that the profoundcst pleasure of which man is 
capable is that which is engendered m the imagination, 
and in three chapters entitled “On Imagination”, “The 
Hidden Soul”, and “The Play of Thought”, he mvesti- 
gates the nature of the imagmation with an insight that 
is no less profound than the execution is bnlliant To these 
chapters I will return, but ui the meantime let me give a 
few examples of the eiigagmg detail with which Dallas 
embellishes his argument 

Confessmg at the outset of his work that all critical 
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exploits are quesnonable, he quotes the opinion of 
G. H Lewes “The good effected by criticism is small, 
the evil incalculable” And adds on his own account, 
“ Critics have always had a strong canmbal mstinct They 
have not only snapped at the poets they have devoured 
one another” Allowing that Person was a giant, he 
nevertheless girds at his pedantry, and proceeds 

Nor was Person alone, he had disciples even worse 
Many a youth of wild temperament wishes for something 
to break his mind on, like the study of Armcman, winch 
Byron found useful in that way Let him read Elmsley on the 
Medea If Porson was a kind of Baal, a lord of flies, Elmsley 
was a literary dustman The criticism of detail which both of 
them studied has an invariable tendency to stray further and 
further from science, and to become Rabbinical It ends in 
teaching Rabbis to count the letters of a sacred book back- 
wards and forwards until they can find the middle one. 

Of Aristotle, whom he admits to hierarchical rank, he 
says 

His leading principle, which makes all poetry, all art, an 
imitation, is demonstrably false, has rendered his Poetic one- 
sided and has transmitted to all after criticism a sort of 
hereditary squint 

Pleadmg for the recogmtion of standards in art, he says 

The difference in England between a contest of racers and 
a contest of poets, painters, or essayists, is to be found in this, 
that the pace of two horses adnnts of measurement There is 
a standard to which all give assent , the race is won by a nose, 
or a head, or a neck, or a length There need be no mistake iii 
the comparison , and if the rewards arc temptmg, we may be 
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pretty sure that the best horses will run, and that the result 
may be taken as a fair test of merit If there were any doubt- 
fulness about the test the owners of the best horses would 
never allow their favourites to run But in any contest 
between painters or sculptors, poets or essayists, there is just 
that dubiety as to the standard of measurement which would 
prevent the best men from competing 

Pleadmg the necessity of scientific criticism, he says 

We believe in insects as fit objects of science, but the mind 
of man is beyond our science, and we give it up in despair 
Mr Kingsley, who has written one book to show that a 
science of history is impossible, has written another to show 
the great and religious advantage at watering-places of 
studying science in the works of God— that is, in sea-jellies 
and cockle-shells When a man goes to the sca-side, and, 
taking the advice of the same author, begins to study 
natural history, can tell the number of legs on a crab, the 
number of joints on a lobster^ s tail, names one kind of shell a 
hehx, another kind of shell a pccten — that is called studying 
the works of God. Or if he analyses a quantity of earth, can 
tell what arc its ingredients, whether it is better for turnips or 
for wheat, and whether it should be manured with hmc or 
with guano — that is studying the works of God Amid all 
this cant of finding God in the material and not in the moral 
world, and of thence lauding the sciences of matter to the 
neglect of the science of mind, who but must remember a 
sermon in which the speaker, it is true, invited his audience to 
consider the lilies of the field and to behold the fowls of the 
air, but only that he might drive home the question — Are ye 
not much better than they ^ 

Eighty years after his death Wordsworth’s fame is at 
Its zemth Authoritative critical opinion has advanced 
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him to the third place among the poets of our race, 
subordmate only to Shakespeare and Milton. In this, we 
may allow, the great Lake man gets no more than his 
deserts And yet the most devoted recognition of his 
poetry cannot but be tmged at moments with a feehng 
that he was subject to moods of philosophic mfirimty 
against which both Shakespeare and Milton, and, it may 
be added, many smaller masters, were immune Dallas 
in 1866 was m no doubt as to Wordswordi’s durable 
greamess, but he diagnosed the mfirmity with unerrmg 
touch 

This antithesis between the works of God and the works of 
man, which we find in the science of our time, seems to have 
begun in a misanthropical vcm of thought belonging to a 
considerable portion of the poetry of the nineteenth century 
Byron, of all our recent poets, would be most easily accused 
of tins misanthropy, but it is not of Byron that we have to 
complain it is of Wordsworth and his incessant harping on 
the opposition between nature and humanity It was from 
Wordsworth’s region of thought that the petty controversy 
arose, many years ago, as to the materials of poetry Bowles 
contended that poetry is more immediately indebted for its 
interest to the works of nature than to those of art, that a 
ship of the line derives its poetry not from anything con- 
tributed by man — the sails, masts, and so forth, but from the 
wind that fills the sails, from the sunshine that touches them 
with hght, from the waves on which the vessel rides — in a 
word, from nature The essence of this criticism is nusan- 
tliropy, It IS such misanthropy which Byron fought agamst 
manfully, and with which he was mcapablc of sympathismg 
We can trace this misanthropy downwards to Mr Ruskni, at 
least so long as he was under the influence of Wordsworth 
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In his earlier criticism he was always quoting that poet, his 
whole mind seemed to be given to landscape painting, and he 
conceived of art as the expression of man’s delight m the 
works of God He has long outgrown the Wordsworthian 
misanthropy, and has learnt to widen his definition of the 
theme of art, but still in his eloquent pages, as m the strains of 
Wordsworth, and as jn the tendency to landscape of much of 
our poetry and painting, the men of science will find some 
sanction for the hollow antithesis which sets the works of 
God against those of man 

The view here taken of the malady may be an unneces- 
sarily gloomy one, but it cannot be dismissed as un- 
tenable 

In Ins historical survey, Dallas says 

Speaking roundly, there arc but two great systems of 
criticism The one may be styled mdiffercntly the classical 
system, or tlic system of the Renaissance It belongs to 
ancient thought, and to the modern revival of classicism, 
and It chiefly concerns itself with the grammatical forms of 
art The other is more distincrly modern , if first made wav in 
Germany, and, philosophical in tone, chiefly concerns itself 
with the substantial ideas of art 

This is the kind of generalisation m winch he is so 
skilful, and, generally, so sound And while many may 
be found to dispute Ins daring, none can fad to adnnre it 
when it marches tlius 

It may be remembered that Wordsworth, in a celebrated 
preface, enters into elaborate antiquarian researches, to show 
that the neglect which he suffered from his contemporaries 
was only what a great poet might expect, and that the most 
palpable stamp of a great poem is its falling flat upon the 
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world to be picked up and recognised only by the fit and 
few 

Now, in art, the two seldom go together, the fit are not 
few, and the few are not fit The true judges of art are the 
much despised many — the crowd — and no critic is worth his 
salt who docs not feel with the many There are, no doubt, 
questions of criticism which only few can answer, but the 
enjoyment of art is for all, and just as in eloquence, the great 
orator is he who commands the people, so m poetry, so m 
art, the great poet, the great artist will command high and 
low alike Great poetry was ever meant, and to the end of 
time must be adapted, not to the curious student, but for the 
multitude who read while they run— for the crowd in the 
street, for the boards of huge theatres, and for the choirs of 
vast cathedrals, for an army marching tumultuous to the 
battle, and for an assembled nation silent over the tomb of 
Its mightiest It IS intended for a great audience, not for 
individual readers So Homer sang to well greaved listeners 
from court to court, so Aeschylus, Sophocles, and Euripides 
wrote for the Athenian populace , so Pindar chanted for the 
mob that fluttered around the Olympian racecourse 

As an example of his mischievous phrase, may be quoted 

Scudery’s statement of the precious (i e les prmemes) 
doctrine of pleasure will be found in the preface to that grand 
epic bug — his poem of Alaric 

And agam 

Nothing, however, looks half so big as Coleridge^s 
defimtion “The imagination I consider either as primary or 
secondary The primary imagination I hold to be the hvmg 
power and prime agent of all human perception, and as a 
repetition in the fimte mind of the eternal act of creation in 
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the infinite i am The secondary I consider as an echo of the 
former ” Oh, gentle shepherds ’ what does this mean ? Is it 
something very great or very little^ It reminds me of a 
splendid dcfimtion of art which 1 once heard When the 
infimte i am beheld his work of creation, he said Thou 
ART, and ART was 

Of mcidental fehaties, one last mstance may be given, 
namely a reference to “one of our least known poets, 
but a true one, Matthew Green” The critic of Enghsh 
poetry who m 1866 knew The Spleen for the fine poem 
that It is was very wide awake And even then one could 
wish to make further levies upon this author’s fertile 
wit So resourceful 111 illustration, as when quotmg 
Malebranche’s lovely aphorism, “Attention is the prayer 
of the intellect” , so cunning m its perception, as when it 
observes of Shakespeare’s art that “it is built on a vast 
expenditure of facts, on a wonderful exposition of 
knowledge Through the splendid collision of facts, we 
learn to catch at something which is not in the facts”. 

I have left myself but inadequate space in which to 
deal with Dallas’s theory of the imagmation Briefly, it 
amounts to this The philosophers, says Dallas, have 
expounded many fragmentary opinions as to the nature 
of imagmauon, but no more than tins Some have 
identified imagination with memory, some with passion, 
some with reason, and, agam, some have represented it 
“as a faculty by itself— different from the other powers 
of the mind” In each degree there is a difference “It is 
reason out for a hohday , it is perception m a hurry, it is 
memory gone wild, it is the dalliance of desire, it is any 
or all of these together”. Agamst all these views, Dallas 
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advances his own view that the imagination is the 
activity of any or all of the mind's faculties conditioned 
by a specific if not precisely definable mood “I propose 
this theory, that the imagination or fantasy is not a 
special faculty but that it is a special fuiicnon It is a 
name given to the automatic action of the mmd or any of 
Its faculties — to what ma)/ not unfitly be called the 
Hidden Soul " The Hidden Soul in turn he relates to the 
lubber fiend of legend, '‘who toils for us when we are 
asleep or when we arc not looking He will not lift a 
finger that we can set, but let us shut our eyes, or turn 
our heads, or put out the light, and there is nothmg 
which the good fairy will not do for us" It is in this 
sub-conscious, or semi-conscious region of the mind, of 
all the faculties of the mmd, that the imagmation 
operates, or, more strictly, this sub-conscious or semi- 
conscious activity IS the imagination In this condition 
the mmd works with a power, a cunnmg, a magic, which 
arc beyond the scope of what is generally termed con- 
sciousness. It IS here possible to give no more than this 
crude summary of a case that Dallas argues at great 
length, and, as it seems to me, with admirable persuasion 
It leads him to conclusions of which not the least notable 
is embodied in one last passage which I will submit from 
his book, m the hope that some attention may be drawn 
to a writer whose merits have been strangely overlooked 

There IS no word m the language which has so many 
meanings and which has been so used and abused as nature 
Sometimes it is opposed to art, sometimes to grace, some- 
times to man, sometimes to affectation , and in the foregoing 
paragraph I have opposed it to conscience Now, the 
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necessity for explanation here arises out of the fact, that 
the man of most authority as a moral plnlosopher in this 
country, Bishop Butler, runs all his arguments up to the 
point of proving that virtuous action is according to nature. 
The remark of Sir James Mackintosh, however, must be 
remembered, which was to the effect that no man so clear- 
headed has, perhaps, ever been so dark-worded as Butler 
His obscuntics of diction arc more than enough to make one 
doubt the truth of the well-known maxim, that to write 
clearly, you have only to think clearly It is not because the 
language of a sermon is unfit for philosopluc accuracy that he 
thus fails From the pen of Hobbes, of Berkeley, of Hume, 
has flowed language far more homely, but seldom or never 
wanting m precision Now, Butler’s argument is, that a life 
according to conscience is a life according to nature, because 
conscience is part of human nature It is a question of words 
which in Itself is not worth looking at, but which, neverthe- 
less, cannot be disregarded by anyone who knows how the 
metaphysicians, whenever they get near the subject of con- 
science, begin to wrangle about words, and to display all the 
craft of the casuist To speak of action led by conscience as 
natural, in the same sense in which we speak of action led 
by impulse as natural, is to confound speccli In common 
parlance, wc speak of a good-natured or an ill-natured man, 
wc say It is the nature ot cherubim to know, the nature of 
seraphim to love Thus, a man may be so gentle, that not for 
his life could he do anytiung unkind, or so high-mindcd, 
that It would be impossible for him to descend to any mean- 
ness, and he is never once visited by that fear of vulgar minds 
lest peradventure they may do something shabby This is to 
act naturally, it is to act mstinctivc]\ But to act by the law 
and rule of conscience is altogether different, it is natural m 
a much lower sense Innocence is nature, holiness is second 
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nature, but virtue is nor nature as innocence and holiness 
are, it is m contrast to these affected, it is, if I may so speak, 
artificial And I hope I have rendered it sufficiently clear that 
art, as a moral force, tends to create or to estabhsh a nature 
It is the part of art not only to hide its own art, but to be 
opposed to art It is born of nature, it follows nature, and it 
creates nature 

No sooner have we reached this idea of art — that in so far 
as It IS pure and noble, it cherishes the inborn nature which we 
call innocence, and the engrafted or implanted nature which 
we call holiness, but has httlc to do with virtue, or the hfe 
according to conscience — dian wc arc met in full front by the 
philosophers They cannot indeed tell us that the culavation 
of natural impulse, and the trusting to it, is immoral, but 
they insist on the mferionty of inipulse to conscience, of 
sensibihty to the sense of duty. Dugald Stewart, in this 
country , and Victor Cousin, in France, for example, maintain 
that conscious endeavour after the right is somedimg lugher 
than instinct, that struggle and victory are somethmg better 
than peaceful possession But surely these arc as shoemakers 
sounding the praise of leather Intense consciousness is the 
all-in-all of philosophy , therefore, plulosophers thuik that it 
must be the all-in-all of hfe By the same rule, if would be 
better to eat and drink, not guided by appetite, but by a kind 
of animal conscience, formed out of chemical calculations, 
and called the sense of food There arc poor wights to 
whom almost everything eatable has become a forbidden 
fruit Hunger and thirst can no longer be trusted, and a new 
faculty arises, built of the ruins of appetite, the purchases of 
experience, the findings of reason, and the advice of the 
doctor, in one word, and in the old use of that word — a 
conscience , not unhke to which m its lugher sphere is that 
conscience known as the sense of duty Bamshed from the 
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paradise of our innocence, with dispositions to good either 
froward or weak, troubled with sorrow and trial, cursed 
with shortcomings and backshdings, full of longings that 
have waxed and waned moon by moon, and of vows that 
have sprung with the spring, but have too often fallen long 
ere the fall of each returmng year, man, tossed about and 
torn asunder by the discordancies of his hfe, is guided by a 
faculty of conscience built out of and upon the rums of 
natural inclination 

I have taken more than my allotted space, and I am 
still conscious that I have given but a very inadequate 
summary of the seven hundred pages that are so closely 
kmt m Dallas’s imknown work The most that I can 
hope is that I have been able to indicate in a fugitive way 
that It is a work of great, and greatly underestimated, 
merit 



GEORGE WHYTE-MELVILLE 


By The Hoii Sir John Fortescue 

For two hundred years England was governed by her 
country gentlemen, and it was under their guidance that 
the British Empire was built up Their sons, mostly their 
younger sons, supplied officers to Navy and Army, and 
they themselves looked to the paymg of the bill They 
were a curious lot, of many grades and conditions At 
the top were the great magnates, niosdy, though not all 
of them, peers, but these were often mere upstarts of 
Henry VIIl’s time, and there were numbers of little 
sqmres who could and did boast of longer pedigrees and 
longer possession of coat-armour The pride of all these 
squires was immense, and tlicir faith ni the virtue of 
coat-armour unquenchable The eighteenth century was 
then golden age Some never moved from their estates 
from year’s end to year’s end The kmghts of the shire 
of course went up to London for the Parhamentary 
session, and the wealthier made the Grand Tour abroad, 
learned French and Italian and bought pictures, statuary 
and books When a great magnate started for London, 
his horses, coaches and waggons filled the road and 
flooded the inns But roads were so bad that the richest 
as well as the poorest made most of their journeys m the 
saddle. 

One characteristic, which was shared by all ahke, was 
passion for sport — and by sport I mean sport m the 
old sense of huntmg, shootmg, fishmg, hawking, horse- 



225 


George Whyte-Melville 

racing and, I suppose that I should add, cock-fightuig 
Of these, hunting was the chief and the most universal* 
Countless httle squires possessed, if not a pack of hounds, 
at least a cry of dogs, and the yeomen, farmers and 
humbler folk kept up what were called trencher-fed 
packs The wild deer was the noblest quarry, and the 
hare the humblest The Norman mvaders had taught the 
English all about the chase of these, and die hunting- 
cries, such as “Tally-ho”, “Elcu”, and so forth, were all 
derived from the French Moreover, though the English 
had evolved their own woodcraft, distinct from the 
French, the only books about sport were still translations 
from the French But the Enghsh had also evolved an 
entirely new sport of their own, fox-hunting, unknown 
in any ocher country, and the fox-hunting squire was a 
favourite butt of novelists and playwrights, a character 
never to be spoken of without ridicule. But m due time 
there rose up a champion, William Somerville, boni iii 
T742, who celebrated divers kinds of the chase m blank 
verse and, though he chose that rather inappropriate 
form for his thoughts, understood very well what he was 
writing about He was quickly succeeded by the father 
of all fox-huntmg literature, Peter Beckford, a Dorset- 
shire squire , and with him fox-huntmg acquired a new 
dignity Beckford was very remote from the type of 
Sqiure Western He was a good classical scholar, he was 
a master of French and Italian, having travelled and 
hunted m both countries — in short he was a gentleman 
of culture and refinement, though there never was a 
better sportsman nor a keener fox-hunter His first 
letter on huntmg is dated 1779, and it is evident from its 
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pages that the modern foxhound was then far advanced 
towards perfection, and that the noble science was well 
understood 

For long the country-folk of all grades had their sport 
to themselves, and all the better sport because most of 
England was much less heavily enclosed than at present. 
It IS reckoned that m the finest part of Leicestershire and 
Northamptonshire the number of horsemen that met the 
hounds did not exceed thirty But m the cruel years 
which followed upon the long war that was finally 
concluded in 1815 at Waterloo, great changes trod 
quickly one upon the heels of another Railways and 
macadamised roadways came in almost simultaneously 
to improve communications, and people were able to 
travel tor long distances to hunt Sir Richard Sutton, 
when an undergraduate, would gallop with relays of 
hacks from Cambridge to Leicestershire for a single 
day’s hunting Lord Althorp would gallop in like 
manner all mght from the House of Commons to 
Northamptonshire for a day with the Pytehley Less 
wealthy individuals would travel all night by coach to 
meet the hounds Moreover, well-to-do tradesmen took 
to hunting with enthusiasm, and would steal a day from 
busmess to enjoy a run even from London in the days 
when Balham and Highgate were still rustic villages The 
fields grew larger and larger, the votaries of Inmting were 
multiplied, the drawing and reproduction of sportmg 
prmts became remunerative, and there were readers 
enough to mauitam magazines devoted chiefly to sport 
But meanwhile heavy blows had been struck at the 
country gentlemen and at rural England at large The 
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Reform Act of 1832 took the first step m depriving the 
country gentlemen of the government of England, and 
the repeal of the Corn La^vs m 1846 dehberately sacri- 
ficed British agriculture to Avhat is called mdustrialism 
and laid the country under the heel of the towns. 
Factories had already destroyed die village arts and 
crafts, and legislation as deliberately rumed British 
agriculture The country squire was hurled from his 
high position, and he received no sympathy He had 
long enjoyed power and, since all power corrupts, he 
had not always exerted it wisely Moreover, a rather 
muddle-headed Anglo-Judaco-Portuguese stockbroker, 
named David Ricardo, had laid it down that the interest 
of the landowner is always opposed to the interest of 
every other class m the community It is true that he 
argued from false premises which could not fail to lead 
him to a false conclusion, but the foolish world loves 
such teachers as Ricardo and Rousseau though they are 
the principal causes of civd and external war 

Thus the English country gentleman, who had made 
England great and created that rare type which is (or 
used to be) known as the English gentleman, was 
sentenced for his pains to rum But the crash came 
gradually Old habits and traditions kept him and his 
country-side, tottering indeed but standmg, for a full 
generation after 1832 and 1846, and thus it is that in the 
’sixties, despite of the spread of railways and the malig- 
mties of radical manufacturers, we can catch our last 
ghmpsc of old rural England 

The prmcipal chroniclers of that interval (from the 
country gentleman’s pomt of view) are two The first, 
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Robert Smith Surtees, younger son of an old Durham 
family, was bom in 1803 and began life as a solicitor, but 
before middle age succeeded to the family estate upon 
the death of his brothei and became a squire He opened 
up a new vem m following the imaginary career of a 
tradesman of the city of London with whom fox- 
hunting was a mama, and who is known even to the 
present generation under the name of Mr Jorrocks 
Surtees was a really good sportsman, as is evmced by die 
one piece of excellent work that he ever did — the account 
of the trencher-fed pack in the opemng chapters of 
Handley Cross He knew his Beckford by heart and 
understood his teaching But Surtees was first of all a 
satirist, and he chooses for his satire all the most un- 
pleasant types that arc to be found in die huntmg world 
Remembering as he did the old England that was before 
railways. Macadam and industrialism, he draws very 
bitter pictures of the successful tradesmen who had 
made fortunes and thrust themselves m among the 
country gentlemen But he does not spare profligate 
peers, nor eccentric peers, and the cruellest portrait of all 
IS that of the degenerate country squire, Mr Jawleyford 
He IS not less hard upon servants , and die character of 
Dick Bragg, of his relations with his master, Mr 
Puffington, who had inlieritcd a fortune built on starch, 
IS one of the cleverest things that he ever did Neverthe- 
less, Surtees’s persistent preference for shady and un- 
pleasant characters becomes monotonous Some of 
them are skilfully drawn, but one feels the lack of a foil to 
set them off Surtees must have known many country 
gentlemen and many servants of the best possible type, 
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but he very rarely attempts to depict them He is a 
slovenly writer, also, who is too often content to fill up 
his pages with dull vulgar trash , and a great deal of his 
humour turns, as m the early work of Dickens, upon 
drunkenness, which has lost its savour for the present 
generation In fact a great deal of his popularity is due 
not to himself but to John Leech, whose illustrations are 
really the best part of his books And Leech pointed with 
his pencil the fine distinctions which Surtees was too 
lazy or too clumsy to point for himself For mstance, the 
guests at Lord Bramber’s are, as one can tell by a glance 
at Leech’s drawings, gentlemen, and Lord Bramber’s 
groom of the chambers is a gentleman’s servant 
Contrast these with the drawings of Captam Guano 
shortemng his stirrup, of Charhe Slapp talking to 
Frostyface, and of Spigot, the drunken old reprobate of 
a butler at Jawleyford Court When Surtees fairly gets 
away with a fox he is at his best, and it is always good to 
follow him We may thank him too for much shrewd 
observation of country hfe in his time, but, without 
John Leech, 'an mcomparabiy greater man, he would 
have been long ago forgotten 

“By the way, have you read Dighy Grand ^ Grand 
book It is too ” With diesc words in the mouth of his 
favourite character, Mr Jorrocks, Surtees generously 
appreciates the young writer who was to be his successor 
George Whyte-MclviIle, eldest son of a Scottish laird, 
was born m 1821 He was educated under Hawtrey at 
Eton, where he imbibed a love of Horace and, m a lesser 
degree, of Homer which he cherished to the end of his 
life Hejomed the 93 rd Highlanders after leaving Eton, 
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served with them in Canada, exchanged into the 
Coldstream Guards and shortly afterwards, leavmg the 
Army, brought out his first book Dtghy Grand m 1853 
Upon the outbreak of the Crimean War he volunteered 
for military service and went to the front with a corps 
of irregular cavalry, but was never seriously engaged, 
though he saw enough of the operations to give him 
material for another book, the Interpreter Then, at the 
conclusion of peace, he finally renounced a military for a 
hterary career and poured out novel after novel, to the 
number of nearly thirty in all, until while out hunting in 
1878 his horse came down with him gallopmg over an 
open field, and he w^as’ killed on the spot His father 
survived him, so that he never was a laird himself, but 
no man in England knew better or loved better the 
life of an Enghsh country gentleman and his favourite 
diversion of fox-hunting 

Beyond all question Whytc-Melville possessed a very 
considerable htcrarv gift He knew how to tell a story 
and how to draw a character , Ins style was simple, easy and 
correct He knew his own tongue, not the worse for a 
good knowledge of French and German, and respected it 
as an honest writer should , he had abundant humour and 
frequently remarkable felicity of phrase Underlying all 
were a strong tinge of romance and a vein of melancholy 
and sentiment that could not be suppressed His marriage 
was not a happy one, which may have deepened his 
natural sadness, but he is never bitter nor misanthropic 
He cherished always a chivalrous reverence for women 
and a sympathy with his fellow-men which was 
quickened by his lively sense of the ridiculous A bove all 
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he was always clean, and could wnte the hfe of a con- 
firmed rake, such as Digby Grand, without dwelhng 
upon doubtful incidents Modern readers will no doubt 
wax impatient over the long pages of morahsation which 
interrupted his narrative, and some will fret over the 
frequent quotations from Horace winch are scattered all 
over his pages But such things were expected of a 
novehst in those days Every intelhgcnt boy learned the 
Odes of Horace by heart m those days as, for that matter, 
I and my contemporaries did thirty years later, so that the 
lines came very readily to his tongue His heroes generally 
come to a good end and sooner or later marry the 
woman they love, and his villains, some of them very 
genial villains, are not too hardly punished, but their 
careers are traced with very shrewd knowledge of human 
nature Once, in Market Harborough, he follows Surtees 
in sketchmg the adventures of a country squire whose 
morality, m the matter of horseflesh, was extremely 
doubtful He delighted in a five to two sort of hat, with 
a flat brim and a backward set, which denote uidis- 
putable knowledge of horseflesh and a sagacity that 
almost amounts to dishonesty ” But Whyte-MelviUe, 
unlike Surtees, introduces real gentlemen as a foil to this 
individual, and when his hero sells to one of these 
gentlemen a brute of a horse for four times its value, 
Whyte-MelviUc contrives a delightful form of retribu- 
tion This book, which turns wholly upon fox-huntmg, 
is probably the only one of his works that still lives, being 
much esteemed by huntmg-men for its shrewd wit and 
bubbling humour 

More than once Whyte-Melville essayed lustorical 
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novels, without great success He stumbled into the pitfalls 
which always await the amateur historian, as when he 
made Cromwell drill the Ironsides accordmg to the 
drill-book of 1842 mstead of 1642, not apparently 
reahsing that there was any difference between the two 
He IS far happier when he writes of the soaety m which 
he lived and moved all his life, well-to-do folk who had 
houses and hunters m the country and another house and 
hacks in London In fact he is the only novelist of his 
time, or since, who writes with conviction about ladies 
and gentlemen, for he was one of the few wnters who 
knew them by heart as bcmg one of themselves The 
world of the novel and the stage is thickly populated with 
titled folk of every degree, but they are mere puppets 
and lack the mtiinate touches which make them real 
Whyte-Melville, indeed, was less a novelist than a 
country gentleman who wrote novels Witliout being 
wealthy he was comfortable and could afford to hve and 
hunt without the help of his pen I have been assured 
by one who knew him that he was never really well 
mounted, but if he were satisfied with his horses that was 
his own affair Modest and unassuming he gave himself 
no airs as an author, though every new book of his 
found an instant place upon every drawing-room table 
m the West End He rmxcd in no literary society, for he 
was first of all a country gentleman with a passionate 
love of horses and hunting, and he preferred to hve 
among his own kind It was supposed by his friends 
that he wrote only for his amusement, and one of them 
once confided to me, with an air of some bewilderment, 
that he had it from George Melville himself that writing 
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a novel was very hard work Whyte-Melville certainly 
published a great many volumes in twenty-five years, 
and latterly he visited hunting countnes that were new 
to him — Ireland and Exmoor for mstance — to gather 
material for fresh books He must have made first and 
last many thousands of pounds by his literary labours, 
but he gave every penny of it to chanties and benevolent 
institutions connected with hunting Altogether he is 
somethmg of a curiosity m the literary world 

But his sketches oi the circle in winch he lived are 
most interesting Let us glance at them first m London 
It was a London in which everyone — even pedestrians — 
paid toll to cross Waterloo Bridge, where Piccadilly and 
St James’s Street were paved like Hay Hill and the 
clatter of the traffic was appallmg, where the tumpike- 
gate at Hyde Park Corner was still standing or had only 
just been removed, and where the railings round Hyde 
Park were no bigger than those round Berkeley Square 
until they were pulled down by a mob (I remember 
seemg the wreck of them next day) and replaced by the 
present, so deeply entrenched and firmly established as to 
defy any mob in the world To such a London a few 
hundred families migrated from the country in May, and 
till the middle of July the West End hummed like 
a beehive Beautiful carnages and beauaful horses 
tlironged the streets, and in some of the narrower 
thoroughfares the block of traffic was almost modem 
The rule of the road was not too carefully observed, but 
good coachmanship saved accidents Rotten Row was 
given up exclusively to riders of both sexes, for the most 
part excellently mounted, and the footways were 
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thronged with men, all members of the same exclusive 
society, who came to see and admire Then m the evenmg 
appeared the family coaches, gorgeous m heraldic 
ornament, with a cocked-hatted coachman on the 
hammer-cloth and two cocked-hatted footmen behind, 
all m resplendent hveries , and away rolled the pleasure- 
seekers to dmners, theatres, operas, balls or drums There 
were always fine horses in those coaches, for without 
any load of human bemgs they weighed thirty hundred- 
weight London was worth seeing in the season m 
those days 

One of Whytc-Melville’s heroines, Kate Coventry, 
exults in the fact that she lived in Lowndes Street, m 
which rustic neighbourhood she could go out into the 
adjacent market gardens unattended, and she protests 
like any modem girl against the conventions that for- 
bade her to move about London at large without a 
chaperon or a protector of some kmd She forgot, as 
modem girls forget, that until the Metropolitan Police 
were formed in 1829 London was an cxceedmgly 
dangerous place, and, though the streets might have 
been safe in her mother’s time, there were still the old 
traditions of peril carefullv preserved by her grand- 
mother and great-aunts The female sex is extremely self- 
assertive in these days, but it never occurs to them that 
thev could not be so without the police And the pohee 
in the ’sixties had just thrown off their origmal tall hats 
and blue coatees m favour of the modem helmet (for a 
short time a combed helmet) and tunic 

Gentlemen at that time were infinitely better turned 
out in London than at present, and they rode all over 
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London, on their business or their pleasure Two old 
gentlemen continued this habit mto the ’nmeaes, when 
they were both octogenarians, but they were obhged to 
yield to the traffic at last In the 'sixties mounted grooms 
could be seen aU over Mayfair and Belgravia holding 
their masters’ horses (often very handsome horses) 
before the doors which then masters had entered, and 
there used to be a crowd of them round the Houses of 
Parhament when m session Members of both houses 
even then were most of them good sportsmen accordmg 
to the old tradition Of the older statesmen Lord 
Althorp has already been mentioned, but Sir Robert 
Peel had been mad about partridge-shooting, Lord 
John Russell was above the average both as a horseman 
and a shot, and Lord Derby was an enthusiast over 
racing 

For the rest, the chief personal preoccupation of 
women was bonnets and of men whiskers Both have 
vamshed for the moment, but in old mascuhne dressing- 
cases there may still sometimes be found the mysterious 
instrument called a bostrokizon (a tiny metal comb m 
a neat metal cj^lindcr) which was used for whisker- 
curling Curled whiskers, however, were going out m 
the ’sixties, though I remember one pair that survived 
until the nineties 

So tliese migrants from the country held on from May 
until July, never, however, losing touch with the country 
Their flowers, fruit and vegetables were all sent up from 
their own gardens, and they shrank from the produce 
of Co vent Garden Market with suspicion and disgust 
Some, who had boys at school, Imgered on to the end of 
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July, but before August all with one accord rushed 
back joyfully to their homes m the country, quite 
content to stay there, with httle if anv diversion or 
variety, until the following May 

The West End became a dismal wilderness of closed 
houses and silent streets, and the sentries before St 
James’s Palace and Marlborough House had St James’s 
Street and Pall Mall almost to themselves The annual 
artificial hfe of “society” m the town was over, and the 
natural hfe m the country had begun There was still a 
rural England m the ’sixues Railways had thrust their 
hideous tentacles deeply into much of it Industnal 
mechamcs had killed out the old village arts and crafts 
Agriculture, though sick unto death, was not yet dead. 
There was still a village life and a provmaal town life 
The little market towns had all of them their two or 
three httle local banks which issued their own notes , and 
m those notes, much soiled and greased by wear, farmers 
of the old school still paid their rents The bank managers 
and the town attorney were nearly always good sports- 
men, keen riders with the hounds when they could give 
themselves a holiday, and sometimes very good shots 
The parson and the doctor were of much the same 
stamp , and all alike talked the local dialect If their plate 
mcluded no more than a few silver spoons, they possessed 
instead beautiful cut glass, which was the pride of their 
hearts , and some of them could trace descent from old- 
established famihes 

As to the villages, each possessed, besides a black- 
smith, a tailor and a cobbler, at least a rat-catcher, a mole- 
catcher and a tliatcher, for the beautiful craft ofthatchmg 
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had not yet been displaced by abominations of purple 
slate and corrugated iron The agncultural labourer 
knew his business, which is far more varied than ignorant 
townsmen suppose In these days unfortunately he too 
often does not Half the young fellows in the country 
now do not know how to hang a gate or how to make a 
faggot-bmder , and indeed it needs a real craftsman to 
make a bmder out of brittle material such as laurel But 
the old agricultural labourer was a master of his pro- 
fession in all of Its branches and, though occasionally 
even m the ’sixaes he could not read or write, he was 
none the less a highly educated man As Cobbett very 
truly said, a man who can drive a straight furrow is an 
educated man This mastery of his calling gave the 
agncultural labourer a natural dignity and courtesy, for 
he respected himself and looked for respect from others 
Of course there were many varieties of him, good and 
bad, but perhaps he was seen at his best on the estate of 
some good squire, whose family, like his own, had hved 
on the same spot for generations He was condemned 
by radical townsmen as servile because he punctihously 
saluted the squire and all of his family, and brought up 
his boys to take off their caps and his girls to drop a 
curtsey even to the youngest of them But there was no 
servihty m this There was only courtesy, and a courtesy 
which was as courteously returned Nowadays too 
many people thmk that they can only assert their 
independence by familiarity or sheer mciviliry , and this 
is only a form of snobbishness These country-folk were 
not snobs but nature’s gentlemen 
An English gentleman — the phrase is httle understood 
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now though once so potent, “I told him”, said the old 
Duke of Wellington when a shght was put upon him by 
King Louis XVIII, “ that not only was I Commander-m- 
Chief of the Alhed Aimies of occupation etc , etc , but 
that, more than that, I was an Enghsh gentleman ” So too 
m our mihtary code misconduct is not merely a military 
affair, it is “conduct unbecommg an officer and a gende- 
man”. “It takes three generations to make a gende- 
man”, says a proverb attributed to Sir Robert Peel. 
“Three generations from clog to clog”, echoes the 
proverb of Manchester What is an Enghsh gende- 
man? He is (or was) something which can hardly be 
defined and certainly cannot be mutated Peers of the 
realm are scattered broadcast over our drama and our 
literature of fiction, but rarely does one find (outside the 
pages of Whyte-Mclvillc) the portrait of an English 
gentleman Let Whyte-Melville give Ins own definition 

“My own idea”, he says, “is that neither birth, nor riches, 
iior education, nor manners suffice to constitute a gentleman, 
and that specimens arc to be found at the plough, the loom, 
the lorge, in the ranks, before the mast, as well as in the 
officers’ messrooms, the learned professions and the Upper 
House itself A gentleman is courteous, kindly, brave and 
high-pnncipled, considerate towards the weak and self- 
possessed among the strong Higli-mmded and unselfish, 
he does to others as he would they should do unto him, and 
shrinks from the meaimcss of taking advantage of his 
neighbour, man or woman, friend or foe, as he would from 
the contamination of cowaidicc, duphcity, tyranny or any 
other blackguardism/’ 

By no means aU squires came up to this standard and 
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by no means all labourers, but there were many fine 
specimens of gentlemen m all ranks — squires, parsons, 
yeomen, farmers and labourers Moreover, there was 
nothing m the traming of the old village schools to 
hinder the continual production of gentlemen m the 
labouring class The old-fashioned schoolmaster under- 
stood that reading and writing are only a small part of a 
man’s education, and that equality is but a mathematical 
abstraction, having no existence in nature He tramed 
his children for service, which is the duty of us all, and m 
those days the most welcome career to village boys and 
girls, as a rule, was domestic service in the “ great house” 
There, if they were steady, diligent and intelligent, they 
could rise to be house-stewards, butlers and house- 
keepers, well fed, well housed and well cared for Some- 
times they stayed in the same place for life Sometimes 
they were advanced by promotion to the household of 
some relation or some friend, and might so pass into 
a wider circle Their masters and mistresses took an 
interest in them and were proud and happy when they 
did well The hest of tlicm ended less as servants than as 
trusted and treasured friends, whose deatli or retirement 
caused not merely sorrow but consternation lu the family 
with which they Jived Since they had no expenses they 
could save money — I knew one who had honestly 
amassed ^9000 — and frequently some couple of them 
would marry and keep lodguigs Mount Street, Mayfair, 
before it was rebuilt in its present form, was full of such 
lodgings where ladies and gentlemen from the country 
could find hosts and liostcsscs who understood their ways 
and needs The modern idea that domestic service is 
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degrading is mere snobbishness Servants of the old 
stamp, bemg natural ladies and gentlemen, would have 
scorned to entertam it. 

And so we come to the special charm of the Enghsh 
country-side — sixty or seventy years ago — its comparaave 
freedom from vulgarity The country-folk were content 
to give to others that respect which they gave to them- 
selves, and being natural and simple they eschewed all 
shadow of pretention The women thought none the 
worse of diems elves because they wore pattens at home 
and sun-bonnets abroad, nor the men because the smartest 
addition which they made to their daily wear of fustian 
was a coloured plush waistcoat On Sundays they went 
to church or chapel, the women m bomiet, shawl and 
sober-coloured skirts, the men in black broadcloth and 
tall hats inherited from their forbears, and there were 
always musicians enough to form a little band which led 
the hymns from the gallery The parson donned the 
surplice for die service and his black gown for the 
sermon before the eyes of the congregation, and, for all 
that he might be a scholar and a gendeman, very often 
spoke in good county dialect There were of course good 
and bad — even very bad — parsons, but nearly every one, 
good or bad, kept a horse, and there were few who did 
not from time to time use that horse as a hunter Many 
were right good sportsmen and not the less acceptable to 
every one of their parishioners upon that account There 
were some who gave themselves up excessively to 
hunting but these were not die least popular with all 
ranks in the country Women arc said to love a priest, 
but men love a man 
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And here I pass to a striking characteristic of those days, 
the part played by the horse in the hfe of man Cycles, 
then called velocipedes, were still in their infancy, and 
bicycles (then made of wood) were seen, if seen at all, 
at circuses and the like displays Railways had not so 
many branches as at present and the horse still held his 
own Everyone above the rank of labourer had — or 
seemed to have — a horse of some kmd The village 
cobbler frequently had a pony, and even the rat-catcher 
contrived to ride some miserable old beast The saddle 
was still the favourite means of locomotion The squire 
rode to his highway boards, petty sessions and quarter 
sessions, the doctor rode the round of his patients, 
though sometimes he preferred a gig , the bank manager 
rode out to farms before granting overdrafts , the lawyer 
rode out to his clients with the draft will in his pocket, 
and the parson rode round his parish Some old gentle- 
men rode out to dine and sleep with their drcss-clothcs 
in saddle-bags, and turned out spotless for dinner like the 
old fellow in Mr Romford'i, Hounds No one who has 
seen a pair of old saddle-bags (good saddle-bags were a 
matter of cut quite as truly as a frock-coat) will feel any 
surprise at this Briefly there vv ere more horsemen than 
drivers on die road, and among them were the extinct 
race of postilions 

When branch railways were still few, postmg was the 
usual way of traversing the long distances from railway 
station to country house Any little iim in any little 
town would turn out a pair of horses and a postihon — 
clad generally m a light blue jacket with many metal 
buttons and a black velvet cap I remember as a boy 
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seeing a newly married couple drive ofF in a barouche 
with four grey horses and two postilions in light drab 
jackets and tall white silk hats — all supphed by a neigh- 
bouring inn Postilions, supplemented by out-nders, were 
equally common in private houses These always wore the 
same smart shortjackets, whether with a pair of horses or 
with four Sir Peregrme Grand, the pompous old father 
of Whyte-Melvillc’s Digby Grand, thought it beneath 
his digmty ever to drive out with fewer than four 
horses, and in great houses postihons and four were a 
matter of every day Now it is rare to see postilions 
except in the royal carriages Probably it would be hard 
to find a young fellow (unless trained m the Army) who 
knows how to ride-and-drivc Few people would 
recognise a postilion’s whip or understand its pecuhar 
properties if they saw it 

The all-pervadmg use of the horse led to a courtesy of 
the road which has for the present disappeared The 
essence of that courtesy was that every man thought not 
only of his neighbour but of his neighbour’s horse Any 
rider who saw a piece of broken glass in the road would 
dismount and throw it uito the ditch Some would do 
as much for a smgle loose stone, knowing that it might 
throw a horse down in the dark, and would soundly rate 
any carter who put a stone under his wheel and left it in 
the middle of the road All alike respected a rider with a 
led horse, and were careful to pass him on the side where 
the led horse was not The young were taught to behave 
themselves on the road whether riding or driving, and to 
beware of three principal dangers — a pig, a cow and an 
old woman The most awkward thing occasionally en- 
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countered on the road was a travelling menagerie with 
walking elephants and camels, for even if you got your 
horses safely past the elephants they were sure to shy 
at the scent of the camels But such obstacles were rare 
and were not enough to disturb the courtesy of the road. 
That courtesy was first upset by the bicychsts, who, 
being townsmen, were very lax m observmg the rule 
of the road, and, until they became famihar to horses, 
always made them shy Bicychsts learned manners 
after a time, and it is to be hoped that motorists may do 
likewise 

Such was, very briefly, the country to which members 
of '‘society’’ returned after the mtoxicating life of the 
London season How they rode and hunted and danced 
at county balls may be read abundantly m the pages of 
Whytc-Melville What he does not describe so fully was 
possibly less familiar to him But, on reaching home, the 
girl who was besieged by partners in every London 
ballroom sought out instantly all of her humble friends 
m the village, heard their news and told them her own, 
bringing little delicacies for the sick, toys tor the children, 
and a cheering presence to the aged and the sufFermg 
And the rest of her family, parents, brothers and sisters, 
were not behind her in this courteous service For it was 
not what is called chanty or benevolence which led 
them (and happily m some places stdl leads them) to tins 
duty, but the obligation of courtesy towards old and 
valued friends, an obligation far more binding than that 
of Icavmg cards at a London house where she had danced 
during the night before No two classes understand each 
other so well as the so-called highest and low^est in rural 
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England, for none have more feelmgs and sympathies m 
common. 

That understandmg urban agitators have for the best 
part of a century been stnvmg m the name of progress to 
undo The matter is beyond their comprehension, and 
they therefore distrust it There is only one thing which 
beyond all question has made most lamentable progress 
m my time, and that is vulganty Townspeople, utterly 
void of courtesy and digmty, are more than ever per- 
vading the rural districts, destroymg all that is left of 
those quahues among the country people, and reducmg 
them from the old status of natural gentlefolk to their 
own degrading level Many doubtless will rejoice in the 
fact I am old fashioned enough to regret it “It takes 
three generations to make a gentleman’’; and it is a sad 
thought to me that the good old type of countryman 
may be extmet for a full century, if it be not extinguished 
altogether But I am happy at least in having seen and 
known it, and m the prospect of bemg before long 
dehvered from the pain of seeing the world made safe 
for that most unsafe and lowermg of influences, 
vulganty 



SCIENCE IN THE 'SIXTIES 

By 5ir Oliver Lodge 

Just before the ’sixties began, The Origin of Species was 
published that was in the year 1859, and the 'sixties 
accordingly reverberated with the controversies aroused 
by that work The end of the 'sixties was marked by 
the mauguraUou of the important weekly paper called 
Nature, winch took the whole of physical science, in- 
cluding the various departments of Biology, for its 
provmce, and is a recognised organ through the conti- 
nents of Europe and America The first number appeared 
in 1869, with an Introductory Article by Thomas Henry 
Huxley, in which he quoted the aphorisms of Goethe 
with keen approbation This was a rhapsody on the 
subject of Nature, and Huxley said it had been a dehght 
to him from his youth up, and that 

no more fittmg preface could be put before a Journal, winch 
aims to 11111 ror the progress of that fasliiomiig by Nature of a 
picture of herself, 111 the xnind of man, which we call the 
progress of Science A translation, to be worth anything, 
should reproduce the words, the sense, and the form of the 
original But when that original is Goethe’s, it is hard indeed 
to obtain this ideal Supposing, however, that critical 
judges arc satisfied with the translation as such, there lies 
beyond them the chance of another reckoning with the 
Brmsh public, who dislike wliat they call “Pantheism” 
almost as much as I do, and who will certainly find this essay 
of the poet’s terribly Pantheistic 
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Goethe himself admits something of the kind, for he 
says that the paper was wntten between 1780 and 1790, 
when he was himself chiefly occupied with Comparative 
Anatomy, the metamorphosis of plants, and the theory 
of the skull He says: 

There is an obvious inclination to a sort of Pantheism, to 
the conception of an unfathomable unconditional humor- 
ously self-contradictory Being underlying the phenomena 
of Nature, and it may pass as a jest, with a bitter truth in it. 
If we consider the high achievements by which all the 
phenomena of Nature have been gradually linked together 
in the human mind, and then, once more, thoughtfully 
peruse the above essay, from which wc started, we shall, 
not without a smile, compare that comparative, as I called 
It, with the superlative which we have now reached, and 
rejoice in the progress of fifty years 

To this Huxley adds 

Forty years have passed since tliese words were wntten, 
and we look again, “not without a smile”, on Goethe’s 
superlative But the road which led from his comparative to 
his superlative has been diligently followed, until the notions 
which represented Goethe’s superlative are now the common- 
places of science — and wc have a super-superlative of our own 

And he predicts that 

When another half-ccntury has passed, curious readers of 
the back numbers of Nature will probably look on our 
best, “not without a smile”, and, it may be, that long after 
the theories of the philosophers whose achievements arc 
recorded in these pages are obsolete, the vision of tlie poet 
will remain as a truthful and efficient symbol of the wonder 
and the mystery of Nature 
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Well, there are certain things m the science of the 
’sixties on which we can look back with a smile, for 
mstance, m the very first number of Nature there is an 
article by Norman Lockyer on a solar echpse, m which he 
seriously contemplates thesuggestion that the solar corona 
may be an illusion due to a lunar atmosphere ; and he hails 
the application of the spectroscope to Astronomy as a 
revoluaonary novelty, which no doubt it was 

But there are things in the science of the ’sixties at 
which this generation can by no means ajfford to smile. 
We recogmse there the begiimings of great develop- 
ments both in Pure and in Applied Science Indeed, 
the two departments have worked hand in hand Some- 
times an engineering application demands a theoretical 
advance in knowledge sometimes a theoretical dis- 
covery bears as its fruit a revolutionary practical applica- 
tion I propose to take a concrete instance of an example 
of both these remarkable developments 

In 1857 the first Atlantic cable was laid, but it only 
lasted a few weeks, being destroyed by the electneal 
ignorance of that generation Then there entered on the 
scene WiUiam Thomson, Professor of Natural Philo- 
sophy at Glasgow, who, with a European reputation m 
Mathematical Physics and all manner of aclnevemeiits 
to his credit, turned his attention to the problems of 
cable telegraphy He showed that signallmg under the 
ocean was a very different problem from signalhng 
across land A thin wire separated by a narrow m- 
sulator from the ocean, over a length of two thousand 
miles, had problems which had never been faced or 
contemplated by the old telegraphists He showed that 



248 Sir Oliver Lodge 

the problem was something like trymg to signal along a 
bar of metal by applymg heat and cold alternately at one 
end, and watchmg the fluctuations of a thermometer at 
the other The problem of the conduction of heat had 
been worked out by Fourier with wonderful skill, m 
what Thomson and other good judges considered a 
mathematical poem, and Thomson applied this poetico- 
mathematical treatment of the diffusion of heat to the 
problem of telegraphy through a submarine cable A 
type of cable necessary and sufficient was designed and 
constructed in accordance with his theory Instruments 
of surpassing delicacy were designed to receive the 
signals tests were devised which could be applied at 
every stage of the proceeduigs, and signals were arranged 
so that they could be sent all the time it was being laid 
The whole length of cable was manufactured near the 
mouth of the Thames, was then coiled up m large tanks 
in “The Great Eastern”, which had been gutted for the 
purpose, and was the only ship big enough to take it, 
and so in 1865 it was laid, not without accident and 
much anxiety The cable on that occasion never reached 
the American coast, but the expedition returned full of 
hope and with the certainty of ultimate success, so that 
in 1866 It started agaui with another cable on board, and, 
meetmg with no misadventures, succeeded m uniting the 
two contments for the first time in a permanent manner. 

Then came a remarkable part of the epic, namely an 
attempt to grapple with and pick up the 1865 cable, 
which lay broken two miles down on the bottom of the 
Atlantic It was found, it was hauled up, it was spliced 
to another length, and thus that cable was completed too 
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The captain of “The Great Eastern” became Sir James 
Anderson, the chief financial supporter became Sir 
John Pender, Professor Wilham Thomson of Glasgow 
became Sir Wilham Thomson, subsequently known to 
this generation as Lord Kelvm , and America and England 
have never since been separated 

This was an engmeering and navigational and scientific 
triumph of the cighteen-sixties For in those days 
electrical science was in its infancy Measurement, on 
which everything depended, was extraordmarily diffi- 
cult there were no units in which to measure things 
Physical agents do not lend themselves readily to measure- 
ment the only tlnngs that can naturally he measured are 
discrete things that occur m units that can be counted. 
There is no countmg to be done on a physical quantity 
that has the property of continuity it must be split up 
into artificial units first There was no recognised unit 
for an electric current or electrical pressure in those days 
The idea of electrical capacity was new m engineering, 
and self-induction had not been born Indeed, that last 
was a later development, not taken account of m Sir 
William Thomsons theory, but apphed m modern 
tunes with great results by the more complete theory of 
electric cable signalhng, due to the genius of Ohver 
Heaviside A British Association Committee however 
had been appointed to consider the question of electrical 
standards It continued its labours for many years, and 
to it we owe the nomenclature, the specification, and 
many of the modes of measurement of those things 
which are now familiar household words, the ohm, the 
volt, the ampere, and the imcrofarad Those terms have 
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been suggested and adopted all m my own lifetime they 
represent as it were the outer husks which are apparent 
enough even to those who know nothing of the kernel 
inside them, and have no suspicion of the immense 
amount of skilled work which has gone to their exact 
determination 

The profession of electrical engmeermg was not born 
m the ’sixties it was beginning however as the outcome 
of cable enterpnse , The Institution of Electrical Enguieers 
was still called The Societv of Telegraph Engineers. 
There were no other engmeers dealmg with electricity, 
for the practical dynamo had not yet been made, though 
the discovery on which it was founded had been made 
m 1831 The first practical dynamo appeared in the 
’seventies, the first electric railway and electric hghtmg 
began m the early ’eighties By that time the electrical 
engmeermg profession had been well established, and a 
great body of knowledge accumulated, which enables us 
to look back at the early efforts of the pioneers with a 
respectful smile 

So far for the applications of physical science, which 
have so largely revolutionised the ordinary processes of 
life Now let us turn to the pure science, and especially 
the science of mathematical physics Here the develop- 
ments have been prodigious and most extraordmary, 
and if we look back to the science of the ’sixties m this 
department, it is not with a smile that we look back, it is 
rather with a feelmg of wonder akm to worship, for 
the ’sixties were undoubtedly dommated by the end of 
Michael Faraday, and die chmax of Clerk Maxwell 

These two geniuses differed, about as widely as 
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possible Faraday lived m his laboratory, was constantly 
making experiments, and was in touch at first hand with 
the phenomena of Nature that he was investigatmg. 
Maxwell, on the other hand, when he took up the 
subject of electricity and magneasm, had hardly made an 
experiment m it He had been soaked m mathemancs 
from his youth up, and had a most extraordinary gemus 
m dealing with them He took up the facts from 
Faraday’s researches, he laid down certain equations as 
expressing the ideas which Faraday had dissected out, and 
these equations have become the wonder and the admira- 
tion of the world They have not been superseded, they 
are aJive to this day They are at the basis of nearly all the 
discoveries that have since been made The doctrmes of 
Relativity and the Quantum have been grafted on to 
them, and now seem fairly secure, though they have not 
yet been finally mterpreted 

I wish It were possible to give to men of letters some 
idea of the extraordinary Memoir which Maxwell 
published m 1865, the very middle of our period It 
aroused mterest at once, but was not understood on the 
Contment till much later, nor was it welcomed m every 
quarter even here Not till the year 1888 did it finally 
come into its own Maxwell, alas ^ died in 1879, at the 
age of 48 , but some of us had already recognised the 
Magnitude of his work and the brilliance of his generali- 
sation 

It may be asked why a discovery of this magmtude was 
received so silently, m fact it was not really “received” 
at all. No one knew anything about it except a few 
students of science. This calls attention to a great change 
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which has come over the spint of the scene. Emstem’s 
discovery was no more important, mdeed it may be 
questioned whether it was of equal magmtude it was 
certainly no more easily understood, and yet it aroused 
pubhc interest, and is referred to in all the newspapers. 
In the 'sixties the Press and the pubhc were asleep m the 
saentific direction, they didn’t expect anythmg sensa- 
tional, they didn’t expect even anythmg tliat they could 
understand from science, and accordmgly, except when 
there was some practical application to be made, they 
took no notice Now, at the smallest hint of a discovery, 
they are all agog, and are constantly writing or tele- 
phomng to know more about it They have no means of 
discrimmatmg between what is of value and what is not, 
so that they are sometimes misled mto advertismg mares’ 
nests or very feeble speculations, but undoubtedly the 
mterest of the public in science is well mamtamed, and the 
activity of the Press in that direction is admirable But 
in the ’sixties a great genius like Clerk Maxwell could 
come and go without makmg any impression except on 
a few scientific students A press reporter seldom knows 
how to spell his name Electrical science has been 
revolutiomsed , but not till now has a Literary Soaety 
desired to hear more about the science of the’sixues. 
The reason no doubt is partly due to an increase of 
general mterest, but the mam cause must be that there 
was then no skilled expositor, in fact very few people 
thought of expoundmg the results of scientific mvesti- 
gation in language intelligible to the general pubhc 
Maxwell himself was content with havmg written for 
posterity, and for the few students who could read his 
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recondite work. Even Sir William Thomson never 
properly assimilated it In 1888, nearly a quarter of a 
century later, he was walking about the streets of Bath 
with a Maxwell volume under his arm, and gettmg 
FitzGerald to explam some pomts m it He never really 
became a full disciple, though the beginnings of Max- 
well's work were due to Thomson's own imaative But 
Sir Wilham was an exceptional man, who found it 
easier to work out things for himself than to read other 
people's work Certainly FitzGerald understood Max- 
well so did Ohvcr Heaviside Fleming and I under- 
stood him partially We were at tliat time (about 1871) 
both students of Chemistry at South Kensmgton It was 
about the tunc Maxwell had been appomted First 
Professor of Physics at Cambridge under the endowment 
of the Duke of Devonshire, and Fleming went to 
Cambridge to work under him But we never thought 
then of expounding the doctrine in public, nor were we 
ever asked to do so On the Continent there were rival 
theories, and Maxwell's never became properly known 
till long afterwards. The work of Hertz twenty years 
later made it familiar in scientific circles, but the pubhc 
only awoke when Mr Marconi and Sir Wilham Preece 
went about the country demonstrating an apphcation of 
It, and then the pubhc made the mistake of attributing 
not only die enterpnsmg apphcation but everything to 
Marcom, and assuming diat that was the beginning as 
well as the fruition of the long-continued growth 
In Biology it was not quite the same Darwm had no 
sooner written lus book (in 1859) than Huxley waxed 
enthusiastic and promulgated his doctrme, usmg his 
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great literary skill for that purpose It needed a man of 
letters to make Darwin’s discovery known, and con- 
troversies about It dominated the ’sixties 
At the present day it happens that people are sometimes 
their own expositors, and have the gift of writmg not 
only severely and mathematically, but also to some 
extent popularly Thus, Einstein would not have been 
known but for Eddmgton, who has caught the ear of the 
pubhc, and has gone on to speculative results which seem 
to be absorbed by the plnlosophers Jeans also, m spite of 
his great power m Physics and Mathematics, has not 
scrupled to popularise his views m books which have 
become best-sellers The Press and the pubhc are now 
keen for mformanon m all sorts of directions , and men 
of letters have decided to make use of such expository 
powers as they can find distributed in the ranks of 
saence, to understand a little more of the meanmg and 
scope of It all Which brings me back to the present day 
Perhaps now I ought to take advantage of this 
singular opportunity of addressing men of letters and 
try to expound the work of Faraday and Maxwell, 
which came to a climax theoretically in 1865 We 
reahse that their achievement lent a special glory to the 
science of the ’sixties Faraday had devised a non- 
mathematical mode of expressing the conditions m 
space, by surrounding the electrified and magnetised 
bodies he experimented on with what he called lines 
of force These mapped out the region round the con- 
ductors or the magnets, so as to indicate at every point 
the direction of the force there, and when the lines were 
drawn or imagined in a systematic way, the intensity of 
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the field was also indicated by the closeness of the lines 
The importance of this mode of regardmg the matter 
was that it diverted attention from the visible dungs 
which could be handled m the laboratory, and had 
hitherto received an undue amount of attention, and 
concentrated attention on the empty or vacuous space 
near them It was in this space that all the phenomena 
really occurred. The visible and tangible objects were 
only the indications, their movements were only the 
appreciable outcome, of something otherwise unper- 
ceived and imperceptible In Faraday’s philosophy 
“ matter” began to be put in us proper place, as the thmg 
which our senses took notice of, but which itself had no 
activity and was entirely mert. 

I have developed this doctrine smee, in various ways, 
and have applied it not only to Physics and Chemistry 
but to Biology likewise, but I trace the beginnings of it 
to Faraday Space, or something in space which made no 
appeal to the senses and was commonly called emptmess 
or vacuum, was the really important thing in which 
everything occurred There hes all the energy, there the 
activity, and whatever spontaneity there may be Max- 
well took hold of tliese lines of force m space, threw 
them into a mathematical form, and then juggled with 
the representations of both the clecmc and the magnetic 
lines He found that when they were superposed upon 
each other, so that they both affected the same region of 
space, tliat space was inevitably affected by a periodic 
disturbance of an unknown kind, which travelled at 
a rate that could be calculated from the electrical and 
magnetic constants, and which fell mto the class of 
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phenomena that were called waves We knew very httle 
about these waves beyond their speed of travel, we could 
not even say that there was any motion m them, all we were 
sure of was that the disturbance was electric on the one 
hand, magnetic on the other, and that the two disturbances 
were exacdy m phase, and at right angles to one another. 

I have said that Maxwell devised a mathematical 
scheme for expressing Faraday’s idea about the field of 
force. Indeed, he mvented a special function for this 
purpose which he called “curl” Expressed m words, it 
may be said that directly electricity is m motion, m 
other words wherever there is an electric current, that 
current has to flow in a closed circuit, and the circuit 
is wrapped or curled round by magnetic hues of force 
You cannot have an electric current without such hues 
But die relation is a reciprocal one, wherever there are 
magnenc lines of force they are curled or wrapped round 
by an electnc current of some kind This is not obvious 
in the case of a permanent magnet, but Ampere surrmsed 
molecular electric currents which operated in that case, 
and these satisfied the law Tliere is thus a reciprocal 
relation between an electric current and a magnetic 
field, one is the curl of the other , and when Maxwell put 
the two mathematical equations togedier which ex- 
pressed these facts, so as to get the curl of a curl, he found 
that they combined into another equation which he 
recogmsed at once as the familiar equation to a wave 
When I say familiar, it is a differential equation which 
conveys no meaning to ordmary people, but to a 
mathematician is lummous It does not tell you m the 
least what sort of wave it is, it only says that the dis- 
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turbance represented is something periodic in space and 
time, which travels through space at a rate determined by 
one of the factors , everythmg else is arbitrary. It may be 
of any energy, any wave-length, and in general of any 
speed The speed of a wave may easily d^end on the 
wave-length, but the equation arnved at by Maxwell 
through a study of the electromagneac field was not of 
that kmd , die speed was absolutely constant for all wave- 
lengths, so long as the medium was unchanged, bemg 
thus more like the waves of sound or of hght than die 
waves on the surface of the sea He surmised that these 
electromagnetic waves had some relation to hght, since 
they existed 111 the ether 

He then set to work to make experiments to determme 
the electric constants involved There were two, one 
was the old Faraday constant called “ specific inducnvc 
capacity’' or the dielectric constant, commonly denoted 
by K, and the odier was a magnetic constant, recently 
introduced into the science by Sir William Thomson, 
imder the name “magnetic permeability”, denoted by /x 
Maxwell found from his wave equation that the rate at 
which the energy was transmitted was the reciprocal of 
the geometric mean of these two constants, or 
He could not measure either of dicsc two constants of 
space themselves, so as to determine their real value, nor 
did he know of what nature the quannties were that 
were thus denoted one was called electiic, and the other 
was called magnetic, but those names were no help to 
any philosophic contemplation of their nature 

StiU we are in ignorance about these two constants 
I have made guesses at their nature, and even at their 
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value, but guesses are of no use in science unless they are 
confirmed; and at present there is no senous confirma- 
tion they are still unknown to dns day But Maxwell 
found that, though they could not be determined 
separately, their product might be measured To do this 
you would have to measure a charge electrostatically, 
and also to measure it as a current when the charged 
body was discharged No, it is not quite like that. Two 
spirals of wire were taken, so that when a current was 
sent tlirough each m opposite direcaons they would 
repel each other, and yet if they were mounted on 
plates oppositely charged by the voltage winch drove the 
current through the coils, diey would attract In other 
words, there was an electric attraction and a magnetic 
repulsion and it might be possible to adjust these so that 
they should be equal, or at any rate have a measured 
ratio to each other 

Somewhat on that plan the experiment was designed, 
and was carried out so as to measure the product of the 
two space or ether constants The reciprocal of the square 
root of the product of the two constants, which Maxwell 
had shown to be a velocity, came out astomshmgly near 
to the velocity of light Every experiment smee made 
has confirmed that to the hdt The rate of transmis- 
sion of the waves thus discovered, due to the super- 
position of an electric and magnetic field, is simply the 
velocity with which hght is transmitted through empty 
space Immediately the suppositionjumped to the rtuiid 
that that might be exactly what hght was, that light was 
not a mechamcal disturbance as had previously been 
thought, that the ether winch conveyed it was not an 
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elastic solid, or had any other mechanical properues such 
as the mneteenth century had endeavoured to foist upon 
It, but that It transmitted hght simply and solely because 
It had the unknown propernes which we call electnc and 
magnetic. Light was truly a periodic or wave pheno- 
menon, but Its waves were unlike any other wave; they 
were m their mtimate nature composed of two oscilla- 
tions, one electric, at right angles to the plane of polarisa- 
tion, the other, perpendicular to the first, in the plane of 
polarisation Moreover, there must be a close relation 
between the refracave index of any medium and its 
dielectric constant Conductors of electricity must be 
opaque All this followed Opacs became a branch of 
Electnaty and Magnetism, so that Electricity became an 
imperial science 

This great discovery, now clearly and fully elaborated, 
was only partially made, because it had never been 
experimentally confirmed. Nobody knew how to 
produce such waves Some doubted if it would ever be 
possible to make them It seems odd to say that now, 
when these waves are all about us, bnngmg with tliem 
speech and music from all parts of the earth, crossuig and 
recrossmg without any mterference, penetratmg our 
buildmgs, travellmg round the earth to the Antipodes, 
received by ships at sea and by lonely lighthouses, a 
means of conveying mtelhgence all over the world But 
then we knew nothing of all that. Some of us were 
anxious to find a means of generating the waves, and 
many devices were drought of G F FitzGerald of 
Dublm got very near to it He reckoned that such waves 
would be emitted by any alternatmg current, but when 
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you came to reckon the energy that would be lost from 
any alternating dynamo, you found it utterly msigmfi- 
cant Only when the vibraaons were excessively rapid, 
comparable to several milhon per second, could you 
expect to get an appreciable amount of energy 

So we tried the oscillations of a Leyden jar, which had 
the desired frequency, and we saw signs of the waves 
running along wires. But at the same time Heinnch 
Hertz at Carlsruhe, though he then knew much less 
of Maxwell’s theory, was conductmg an mvestigation 
suggested to him by Von Helmholtz, and was findmg a 
phenomenon akm to waves m the neighbourhood of an 
electric discharge, by means of the little sparks which 
they generated when absorbed He m fact made the 
discovery of Maxwell’s waves m space, he generated 
light, for m all essentials it was hght, except that the 
waves were several yards long instead of only the fraction 
of an mch I say he generated hght for the first time, 
knowmg what he was domg Hitherto all artificial hght 
had been generated bhndfold a body had been made hot, 
and when it was hot enough it gave out hght for reasons 
unknown. The waves ermtted from a discharged con- 
ductor were exactly of the same nature, only instead of 
osciUatmg five hundred milhon million ames a second, 
as the hght does which affects our eyes, the oscillations 
were only a few milhon a second, and therefore had to 
be detected in some other way 

But I must not go into all that, smee it belongs to the 
’eighaes and nmeties, not to the ’sixties But the root of 
the matter is m the ’sixties, as Hertz soon found He 
gradually absorbed Maxwell’s theory, and found that it 
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would account for everything he had observed. And to 
this day in wireless telegraphy we detect either the 
magnetic or the electric oscillation, whichever we like; 
they are both equal m energy; the electric is collected by 
a vertical wire, the magnetic by a coil set so as to utilise 
the oscillation which is at right angles to the electric 
disturbance Maxwell’s waves have received their apo- 
theosis; they travel with the speed of hght, they are 
reflected and refracted in accordance with optical laws, 
they are polarised, they produce mterference pheno- 
mena, they do everythmg that hght does, except that 
they are of length too long to be visible to the eye, or to 
aflect photographic plates 

But m speakmg of wireless telegraphy we are de- 
scendmg once more to practical apphcations The glory 
of Maxwell’s achievement in die ’sixties is not die use 
that has been made of it, but the extraordinary power and 
intuition which dissected out the laws of electnc and 
magnetic behaviour, and expressed Faraday’s results m 
immortal equations, which have survived the test of 
time These are the first steps towards understandmg the 
true nature of the ether and of that ethenc disturbance 
wlucb brmgs us mformation from the most distant parts 
of the umverse , an etlienc disturbance winch we, havmg 
a special sense organ for it, have known and been famihar 
with ever smce humanity existed 

Looking backward is comparatively easy, we can 
pick out from our memories those doctrines that had a 
lastmg effect and really contributed to the advance of 
knowledge, and can ignore the others. But looking 
forward is much more precarious Among the crowd of 
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new theones which are springing up under recognised 
authonty, are we to accept them all as current com of 
real value? I feel it would be rash. Heisenberg’s doctrme 
of uncertamty, for instance, with which great play has 
been made, is of somewhat limited scope Some have 
used It to seek some physical justificanon for the ad- 
mission of an element of contmgency amid physical 
phenomena, such as has been held to justify scientifically 
the psychical expenence of free will It is held that 
stnct determinism vamshes from physical science, or that 
the law of causation may have gaps m it, when we come 
to deal with the smallest particles, so that their sub- 
sequent action can never be predicted, because we are 
inherently unable to ascertam and specify aU the circum- 
stances of their state The attempt to ascertam those facts 
mevitably modifies them, I agree. They straightway 
become different, and the difference is m an unknown 
direcaon; apparently the result must be controlled by 
pure chance so far as our measurements apply The 
application of hght to an electron, m order to see it m a 
microscope and so examine its position, perturbs it m a 
random manner, so that even if we knew where it was 
we cannot tell where it will go to. Or else we cannot 
see It tiU It has gone, so we cannot tell whence it came. 
An exact specification of both posinon and speed is 
impossible, and hence there is a defimte amount of un- 
certamty The doctrme depends on the quantum, and is 
only apphcable where the occurrences spoken of are so 
minute that the quantum is suffiaent to perturb them 
But then all events are made up of immense numbers of 
these mmutiae, so that the discovery of the quantum is 
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supposed to affect the deterministic philosophy m a 
revolutionary manner. 

Now I myself sympathise with the attempt, and to 
some extent agree with the conclusion I do not hold a 
doctrme of strict determimsm— fixed fate, predestmation, 
and the hke But then I apprehend the element of con- 
tmgency as an outflow or consequence of the entry of 
life and mmd mto the scheme Without that irruption, 
in the morgamc world, I see no sufliaent reason to 
mtroduce anythmg but bare cause and effect, one event 
foUowmg another m unbroken sequence with absolute 
certainty and regularity, except when the purely 
physical is interfered with by hfe and mind. In the 
morgamc world prediction would be possible if we 
knew all the facts Yes, it is said, that is just the difficulty, 
you cannot know all the facts, by the very nature of 
things There is an element of fundamental uncertainty 
in our knowledge, which no philosophic or other 
reasomng can overcome. The act of obsemng cames with 
It mevitably an act o( perturbing Things are not the same 
after they have been observed, and you cannot tell 
preasely what cliange the act of observation has effected. 
Consequently you can predict no longer, the data are not 
accessible 

Well, inaccessibility is not synonymous with non- 
existence. It might be interesting if contmgency ruled 
throughout the universe, if it affected the physical as well 
as the psyclucal but I venture to doubt the validity of 
the argument I admit all that Heisenberg and his 
followers have said on the physical side, I admit that 
with our present powers of observation we cannot tell 
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which way the cat will jump, but I deny the philoso- 
phical and generahsed deductions therefrom. Because 
we cannot know, it does not follow that certain events 
are essentially and absolutely unpredictable Because we 
cannot identify a quantum and say which one will smke 
or which way it will deflect a path, it does not follow 
that the occurrence is not absolutely determined Our 
seemg or perceivmg the details of a phenomenon are not 
essential to its working It will go on just as well if we 
are not observmg it, 1 e if no one is observmg it, and 
then there is nothmg to perturb tlie inevitable sequence 
The act of observation is partly a psychic phenomenon, 
and wherever psycluc elements enter, indeterminism or 
free choice may be admitted, hut we have gone beyond 
or outside the purely phystail world when wc introduce 
an observer. An unknown psychic element has to be 
postulated before we can talk of prediction, and it is 
well known that our predictions are all of them falhble, 
and are only made on the (often tacit) assumption that 
nothmg unforeseen occurs We must take all the data 
mto account, and some of them may be impossible of 
attamment Sometimes the affair is simple, and the 
neglected agenaes do not matter To predict absolutely, 
everything in the universe would have to be taken mto 
accomit (like Tennyson’s soliloquy on a flower m the 
cranmed wall), and that is impossible 

As an example of scientific prediction the simplest 
and standard case is the prediction of an eclipse. That 
involves only accurate knowledge of the path of two 
bodies so massive and so isolated m space that nothmg 
perturbs them except a few other similar bodies whose 
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perturbing influence can be calculated. The return of a 
comet IS another instance, but that is a body not 
particularly massive, and moreover is one which takes 
such long journeys mto regions where it cannot be 
followed that it may encounter something unexpected, 
so that the prediction is uncertain Soil another example 
is the local condiaon of the earth’s atmosphere, com- 
monly called the weather, which cannot with any 
certainty be predicted more than a few days ahead 
It may be mstructive to take a few historical mstances 
of scientific prediction, which the event has more or less 
falsified In 1 892 Sir Wilham Crookes made a forecast in 
The Fortnightly Magazine of somethmg very hke Wire- 
less Telegraphy and Broadcastmg, on the strength of 
having seen some laboratory experiments and exercised 
his imagmation But Crookes had an uncanny msight 
He predicted a fourth state of matter, neither sohd, 
liquid, nor gaseous, but somethmg further removed 
from even laboratory experience, in 1879, and he did 
this on the strengdi of his own cathode ray experiments. 
He was rebuked at the time, but he has been entirely 
justified The atoms liave since been broken up mto 
electrical charges, it was really the flight of those 
electrical charges that he was watchmg in his tubes; and 
though he did not know what they were, he felt in- 
stmctively that they were like no matter that had ever 
been seen, and they appeared to him to bem a higher than 
material state We now know that they were a torrent of 
electrons, each of them as much lighter than the hghtest 
atom of matter as an ounce is lighter than a hundred- 
weight 
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Crookes made other observations, some of them 
anathema to his contemporanes He felt that the future 
would be on his side, and I am mclined strongly to agree : 
but the saentific world is still hostile or m doubt, and 
It IS soil left to postenty to decide It has recendy been 
argued that Crookes made a false prophecy about the 
coming scarcity of wheat, when he gave his Presidential 
Address to the British Assoaation at Bristol in 1898. 
Well, agriculture was not his province, and I was sorry 
that he swerved into ahen fields, but let it be noted that 
his direful prediction was intended as a warning that 
unless certain things were done, unless nitrogen could be 
extracted on a large scale from the atmosphere and 
apphed to the soil, an untoward anticipation would 
follow And now note that, whether m consequence 
of this wammg, or in the natural course of events, 
the apphcation of atmospheric mtrogen to the soil 
has been made, and the threatened scarcity of crops 
averted 

I am reminded of the prophecy of Jonah He was told 
to say, “Yet forty days, and Nmeveh shall be destroyed ” 
The prophet felt that the message would secure its own 
falsification, and was accordmgly unwillmg to deliver it. 
He said as much, complaining that repentance would 
follow, that the city would be pardoned, and his reputa- 
tion as a prophet irretrievably spoiled In the end he 
was made to reahse that he thought too much about his 
own reputation, and that he ought to rejoice if his message 
saved a number of innocent people Even so, Crookes 
no doubt rejoices at the falsification of his prediction 
about food scaraty, and m his case we can remember 
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that the very method he advocated for evading the 
trouble has been actually employed 
Another instance of not exactly prediction but of 
calculation falsified by subsequent discovery of fresh data 
IS Lord Kelvin’s estimate of the age of the earth, and the 
time It would probably last His estimate was based on 
the data then known, but he was cautious enough to say 
that It was right “provided no entirely unknown source 
of heat was discovered” Soon afterwards radioacavity 
mamfested the immense store of energy wrapped up in 
the very consatuaon of the atoms of matter, some of 
which was continually being hberated as heat, and 
accordingly the whole calculation was falsified, just as 
he had made allowance for 

What IS the moral of all this? Do I wish to inculcate 
caution m accepting as true some of the predictions or 
philosophic speculations of our prophets to-day? Yes, 
I do For instance I mistrust every conclusion based 
on the comprehensive generality of the second law of 
thermodynamics. The law was formulated by Lord 
Kelvin in the ’sixties , and so long as the statistical terms 
“heat” and “ temperature ” are applicable, so long as we 
contemplate a condition of things in which those terms 
arc appropriate, the law is certain But directly mind 
takes control and acts with design and purpose, attending 
to events mdividually, the whole of the conditions are 
upset and the conclusions break down Even if they are 
true they are not justified by the reasoning and I doubt 
if they arc true Lookmg ahead is very precarious, the 
data are micertam, and disturbmg causes that we leave 
out of account may have the most vital consequences. 
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Sir Artliur Eddington claims that disorganisation must 
increase; and so long as absent-mmded operations like 
shuffling a pack of cards are earned on, that is true, but 
anyone giving his mind to it, and playmg a game of 
paaence, reverses the confusion and restores order Mind 
IS left out of account m pure physics, and accordingly 
prediction need not be vahd. 

Do I say the same of the doctnne of relativity ^ No, 
not exactly the same, but I advise caution wherever it has 
not been confirmed by experiment What is called the 
General Theory of Relativity of 1915, where gravitation 
comes into notice, has been fairly verified, and is probably 
sound, but as regards most of the earlier and simpler 
doctnne datmg from 1905 verification is really absent 
The only confirmatory evidence, and I admit it is strong, 
is the consistent way m which various otherwise knovm 
phenomena can be expressed by it The constancy of the 
velocity of hght in free space to all observers is its sheet 
anchor, and this doctrine may be true I am inchned to 
think that it is But the instincts of great men were agamst 
some of the curiosities or absurdities brought forward to 
illustrate it, and it may be fair to the memory of the late 
Lord Rayleigh to narrate that he once said to me “ I wish 
you would seriously look into this relativity doctruie 
and explode it”, or words to that effect Well, I have 
suggested hesitation time and again, but the doctrine is 
very strong, it seems to stand out agamst all assaults, and 
It may be permanently true, but parts of it still lack con- 
firmation, and arc accepted as an act of faitli Faith is 
justified by trymg if a doctnne works, and die theory of 
relativity does work, so perhaps it is all right 
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The quantum is all nght too in my judgment, but not 
every kind of* speculation based upon it. It is as funda- 
mental as anything can be, it covers all the interaction of 
matter and ether, and there is no doubt of its apphcauon 
to the finest and mmutest transactions. In the gross and 
treated statistically it averages out, and therefore does 
not affect any branch of engineering, so far. 

As to the wave theory of dynamics, it is in its infancy. 
I cannot tell what it is gomg to become But it is a 
healthy mfant of great promise, it shows signs of 
replacing material by ethenal considerations, and I for 
one wish it well But there is a lot to do before it can be 
popularly expounded My hope is that hfe and mind 
will sooner or later come under its jurisdiction, or that 
the wave theory may act as their servant, their mimster, 
and thus that these psychic entities wiU at last enter the 
scheme of physics, and justify the inclusion of a mass of 
evidence concerning phenomena which at present he 
outside m the cold. 
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